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THE SISTERS. 


CHAPTER L 

Lysias’ eyes had not deceived him. The 
chariot with white horses which he had evaded 
during his flight with Irene belonged to Eu- 
laeus. The morning being cool — and also be- 
cause Cleopatra’s lady-in-waiting was with him 
— he had. come out in a closed chariot, in which 
he sat on soft cushions side by,^side with the 
Macedonian lady, endeavouring to win her good 

graces by a conversation,^ witty enough in its 
f 

way. 

“On the way there,” thought he, “I will 
make her quite favourable to me, and on the 
way back I will talk to her of my own affairs.” 

The drive passed quickly and pleasantly for 
both, and they neither of them paid any heed 
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to the sound of the hoofs of the horses that 
were bearing away Irene. 

Eulseus dismounted behind the acacia grove, 
and expressed a Iiope that Zoe would not find 
the time very long while he was engaged with 
the High Priest; perhaps indeed, he remarked, 
she might even make some use of the time by 
making advances to the representative of Hebe. 

But Ii^ne had been long since warmly wel- 
comed in the house of Apollodorus, the sculptor, 
by the time they once more found themselves 
together in the chariot; Eulaeus feigning, and 
Zoe in reality feeling, extreme dissatisfaction at 
all that had taken place in the temple. The 
High Priest had rejected Philometor’s demand 
that he should send the water-bearer to the 
palace on King Euergetes birthday, with a de- 
cisiveness which Eulaeus would never have 
given him credit for, for he had on former oc- 
casions shown a disposition to measures of com- 
promise; while Zoe had not even seen the 
water-bearer. 

“I fancy,” said the queen’s shrewd friend, 
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^'that I followed you somewhat too late, and 
that when I entered the temple about half an 
hour after you — having been detained first by 
Imhotep, the old physician, and then by an 
assistant of Apollodorus, the sculptor, with 
some new busts of the Philosophers — the High 
Priest had already given orders that the girl 
shoidd be kept concealed; for when I asked to 
see her, I was conducted first to her, miserable 
room, which seemed more fit for peasants or 
goats than for a Hebe, even for a sham one — 
but I found it perfectly deserted. 

“Then I was shown into the temple of Se- 
rapis, where a priest was instructing some girls 
in singing, and then sent hither and thither, till 
at last, finding no trace whatever of the famous 
Irene, I came to the dwelling house of the 
gatekeeper of the temple. 

“An ungainly woman opened the door, 
and said that Irene had been gone from thence 
for some long time, but that her elder sister was 
there, so I desired she might be fetched to 
speak with me. And what, if you please, was 
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the answer I received? The goddess Klea — ' 
I call her so as being sister to a Hebe — had 
to nurse a sick child, and if I wanted to see 
her I might go in and find her. 

“The tone of the message quite conveyed 
that the distance from her down to me was as 
great as in fact it is the other way. However, 
I thought it worth the trouble to see this super- 
cilious wajter-bearing girl, and I went into a 
l( w room — it makes me sick now to remember 
)w it smelt of poverty — and there she sat with 
an idiotic child, dying on her lap. Everything 
that surrounded me was so revolting and dis- 
mal that it will haunt my dreams with terror 
for weeks to come and spoil all my cheerful 
hours. 

‘T did not remain long with these wretched 
creatures, but I must confess that if Irene is as 
like to Hebe as her elder sister is to Hera, 
Euergetes has good grounds for being angry if 
Asklepiodorus keeps the girl from him.” 

“Many a queen — and not least the one 
whom you and I know so intimately — would 
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willingly give the half of her kingdom to 
possess such a figure and such a mien as this 
serving girl. And then her eyes, as she looked 
at me when she rose with that little gasping 
corpse in her arms, and asked me what I wanted 
with her sister! 

“The e was an impressive and lurid glow in 
those solemn eyes, which looked as if they had 
been taken out of some Medusa’s h^ad to be 
set in her beautiful face And there was i 
sinister threat iti them too which seemed to 
say: * Require nothing of her that I do not ap- 
prove of, or you will be turned into stone on 
the spot’ She did not answer twenty words to 
my questions, and when I once more tasted the 
fresh air outside, which never seemed to me so 
pleasant as by contrast with that horrible hole, 
I had learnt no more than that no one knew — 
or chose to know — in what corner the fair Irene 
was hidden, and that I should do well to make 
no farther enquiries. 

‘And now, what will Philometor do.^ What 
will 3"ou advise him to do.^” 
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^^What cannot be got at by soft words may 
sometimes be obtained by a sufficiently large 
present/* replied Eulaeua "You know very well 
that of all words none is less familiar to these 
gentry than the little word 'enough;' but who 
indeed is really ready to say it? 

"You speak of the haughtiness and the stern' 
repellent demeanour of our Hebe’s sister. I 
have seen her too, and I think that her image 
might be set up in the Stoa as a happy im- 
personation of the severest virtue; and yet 
children generally resemble their parents, and 
her father was the veriest peculator and the 
most cunning rascal that ever came in my way, 
and was sent off to the gold-mines for very 
sufficient reasons. And for the sake of the 
daughter of a convicted criminal you have been 
driven through the dust and the scorching heat, 
and have had to submit to her scorn and con- 
temptuous airs, while I am threatened with 
grave peril on her account, for you know that 
Cleopatra’s latest whim is to do honour to the 
Roman, Publius Scipio; he, on the other hand, 
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is running after our Hebe, and, having promised 
her that he will obtain an unqualified pardon 
for her father, he will do his utmost to throw 
the odium of his robbery upon me. 

^'The queen is to give him audience this 
very day, and you cannot know how many 
enemies a man makes who, like me, has for 
many years been one of the leading men of a 
great state. The king acknowledges,' and with 
.gratitude, all that I have done for him and for 
his mother ; bui if, at the moment when Publius 
Scipio accuses me, he is more in favour with 
her than ever, I am a lost man. 

‘'You are always with the queen; do you 
tell her who these girls are, and what motives 
the Roman has for loading me with their 
fathers ciimes; and some opportunit)^ must 
offer for doing you and your belongings some 
friendly office or another.” 

“What a shameless crew!” exclaimed Zoe. 
“Depend upon it I will not be silent, for I 
always do what is just. I cannot bear seeing 
others suffering an injustice, and least of all 
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that a man of your merit and distinction should 
be wounded in his honour, because a haughty 
foreigner takes a fancy to a pretty little face 
and a conceited doll of a girl/' 

Zoe was in the right when she found the 
air stifling in the gate-keeper’s house, for poor 
Irene, unaccustomed to such an atmosphere, 
could no more endure it than the pretentious 
maid of honour. It cost even Klea an effort 
to remain in the wretched room, which served 
as the dwelling-place of the whole family; 
where the cooking was carried on at a smoky 
hearth, while, at night, it also sheltered a goat 
and a few fowls; but she had endured even 
severer trials than this for the sake of what she 
deemed right, and she was so fond of little 
Philo — her anxious care in arousing by degrees 
his slumbering intelligence had brought her so 
much soothing satisfaction, and the child’s in- 
nocent gratitude had been so tender a reward 
— that she wholly forgot the repulsive sur- 
roundings as soon as she felt that her presence 



THE SISTERS. 


13 


and care were indispensable to the suffering 
little one. 

Imhotep, the most famous of the priest- 
physicians of the temple of Asklepius — a man 
who was as learned in Greek as in Egyptian 
jnedical lore, and who had been known by the 
name of / the modern Herophilus” since King 
Philometor had summoned him from Alexan- 
dria to Memphis — had long since been ’watchful 
of the gradual development of the dormant in- 
telligence of the gate-keeper’s child, whom he 
saw every day in his visits to the temple. Now, 
not long after Zoe had quitted the house, he 
came in to see the sick child for the third time. 
Klea was still holding the boy on her lap 
when he entered. On a wooden stool in front 
of her stood a brazier of charcoal, and on it a 
small copper kettle the physician had brought 
with him; to this a long tube was attached. 
The tube was in two parts, joined together by 
a leather joint, also tubular, in such a way that 
the upper portion could be turned in any direc- 
tion. Klea from time to time applied it to the 
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breast of the child, and, in obedience to Imho- 
tep's instructions, made the little one inhale the 
steam that poured out of it. 

‘*Has it had the soothing effect it ought to 
have.J^" asked the physician. 

“Yes, indeed, I think so," replied Klea 
“There is not so much noise in the chest when 
the poor little fellow draws his breath." 

The‘ old man put his ear to the child’s 
mouth, laid his hand on his brow, and said ; 

“If the fever abates I hope for the best. 
This inhaling of steam is an excellent remedy 
for these severe catarrhs, and a venerable one 
besides; for in the oldest writings of Hermes 
we find it prescribed as an application in such 
cases. But now he has had enough of it. 

“Ah! this steam — ^this s^eam! Do you know 
that it is stronger than horses or oxen, or the 
united strength of a whole army of giants.^ 
That diligent enquirer Hero of Alexandria dis- 
covered this lately. 

“But our little invalid has had enough of it, 
we must not overheat him. Now, take a linen 
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cloth — that one will do though it is not very 
fine. Fold it together, wet it nicely with cold 
water — there is some in that miserable potsherd 
there — and now I will show you how to lay it 
on the child^s throat 

• ''You need not assure me that you under- 
stand me, Klea, for you have hands — neat hands 
— and patience without end! Sixty-five years 
have I lived, and have always had good health, 
but I could almost wish to be ill for once, in 
order to be nursed by you. That poor child is 
well off— better than many a king^s child when 
it is sick; for him hireling nurses, no doubt, 
fetch and do all that is necessary, but one thing 
they cannot give, for \hey have it not ; I mean 
the loving and indefatigable patience by which 
you have worked a miracle on this child's mind, 
and are now v^orking another on his body. 
Aye, aye, my girl; it is to you and not to me 
that this woman will owe her child if it is 
preserved to her. Do you hear me, woman? 
and tell your husband so too; and if you do 
not reverence Klea as a goddess, and do not 
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lay your hands beneath her feet, may you be 
— no — I will wish you no ill, for you have not 
too much of the good things of life as it is!’' 

As he spoke the gate-keeper’s wife came 
timidly up to the physician and the sick child, 
pushed her rough and tangled hair off her fore- 
head a little, crossed her lean arms at full 
length behind her back, and, looking down with 
outstretdhed neck at the boy, stared in dumb 
amazement at the wet cloths. Then she timidly 
enquired : 

*‘Are the evil spirits driven out of the 
child?” 

“Certainly,” replied the physician. “Klea 
there has exorcised them, and I have helped 
her; now you know.” 

“Then I may go out ^for a little while? I 
have to sweep the pavement of the forecourt.” 

Klea nodded assent, and when the woman 
had disappeared the physician said: 

“How many evil demons we have to deal 
with, alas! and how few good ones. Men are 
far more ready and willing to believe in mis- 



THE SISTERJS. 


^7 


chievous spirits l^an in kind or helpful ones; for 
when things go ill with them — and it is generally 
their own fault when they do — it comforts them 
and flatters their vanity if only they can throw the 
blame on the shoulders of evil spirits ; but when 
they are well to do, when fortune smiles on 
them or something important has proved suc- 
cessful, then, of course, they like to ascribe it to 
themselves, to their own cleverness or their 
superior insight, and they laugh at those who 
admonish them of the gratitude they owe to 
the protecting and aiding demons. I, for my 
part, think more of the good than of the evil 
spirits, and you, rny child, without doubt are 
one of the very best. 

“You must change the compress every 
quarter of an hour, and between whiles go out 
into the open air, and let the fresh breezes fan 
your bosom — your cheeks look pale. At mid- 
day go to your own little room, and try to 
sleep. Nothing ought to be overdone, so you 
are to obey me.” 

Khm replied with a friendly and filial nod, 
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and Imhotep stroked down h^r h^ir; then he 
left; she remained alone in the stuffy hot 
room, which grew hotter every minute, while 
she changed the wet cloths for the sick 
child, and watched with delight the diminish- 
ing hoarseness and difficulty of his breathing. 
From time to time she was overcome by a 
slight drowsiness, and closed her eyes for a few 
minutes, but only for a short while; and this 
half-awake and half-asleep condition, chequered 
by fleeting dreams, and broken only by an 
easy and pleasing duty, this relaxation of the 
tension of mind and body, had a certain charm 
of which, through it all, she remained perfectly 
conscious. Here she was in her right place; 
the physician’s kind words had done her good, 
and her anxiety for the little life she loved was 
now succeeded by a well-founded hope of its 
preservation. 

During the night she had already come to 
a definite resolution, to explain to the High 
Priest that she could not undertake the office 
of the twin-sisters, who wept by the bier of 
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Osiris, and that she would rather endeavour to 
earn bread by the labour of her hands for her- 
self and Irene — for that Irene should do any 
real work never entered her mind — at Alexan- 
dria, where even the blind and the maimed 
could find occupation. Even this prospect, 
which only yesterday had terrified her, began 
now to smile upon her, for it opened to her the 
possibility of proving independently the strong 
energy which she felt in herself. 

Now and then the figure of the Roman rose 
before her mind’s eye, and every time that this 
occurred she coloured to her very forehead. 
But to-day she thought of this disturber of her 
peace differently from yesterday; for yesterday 
she had felt herself overwhelmed by him with 
shame, while to-day it appeared to her as 
though she had triumphed over him at the 
procession, since she had steadily avoided his 
glance, and when he had dared to approach her 
she had resolutely turned her back upon him. 
This was well, for how could the proud foreigner 
expose himself again to such humiliation. 
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**Away, away — for ever awayl” she mur- 
mured to herself, and her eyes and brow, which 
had been lighted up by a transient smile, once 
more assumed the expression of repellent stern- 
ness which, the day before, had so startled and 
angered the Roman. Soon however the severity 
of her features relaxed, as she saw in fancy the 
young man's beseeching look, and remembered 
the praise given him by the recluse, and as — 
in the middle of this train of thought — her eyes 
closed again, slumber once more falling upon 
her spirit for a few minutes, she saw in her 
dream Publius himself, who approached her with 
a firm step, took her in his arms like a child, 
held her wrists to stop her struggling hands, 
gathered her up with rough force, and then 
flung her into a canoe lying at anchor by the 
bank of the Nile. 

She fought with all her might against this 
attack and seizure, screamed aloud with fury, 
and woke at the sound of her own voice. Then 
she got up, dried her eyes that were wet with 
tears, and, after laying a freshly wetted cloth 
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on the chiM^s throat, she went out of doors in 
obedience to the physician's advice. 

The sun was already at the meridian, and 
its direct rays were fiercely reflected from the 
slabs of yellow sandstone that paved the fore- 
court. On one side only of the wide, unroofed 
* space, one of the colonnades that surrounded it 
threw a narrow shade, hardly a span wide; and 
she would not go there, for under, it stood 
several beds on which lay pilgrims who, here in 
the very dwelling of the divinity, hoped to be 
visited with dreams which might give them an 
insight into futurity. 

Klea’s head v/as uncovered, and, fearing the 
heat of noon, she was about to return into the 
door-keepers house, when she saw a young 
white-robed scribe, employed in the special 
service of Asklepiodorus, who came across the 
court beckoning eagerly to her. She went to- 
wards him, but before he had reached her he 
shouted out an enquiry whether her sister Irene 
was in the gate-keeper's lodge; the High Priest 
desired to speak with her, and she was nowhere 
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to be found. Klea told him that a grand lady 
from the queen^s court had already enquired 
for her, and that the last time she had seen her 
had been before day-break, when she was going 
to fill the jars for the altar of the god at the 
Well of the Sun. 

'"The water for the first libation,'’ answered 
the priest, '*was placed on the altar at the right 
time, but Doris and her sister had to fetch it 
for the second and third. Asklepiodorus is 
angry — not with you, for he knows from Imho- 
tep that you are taking care of a sick child — 
but with Irene. Try and think where she can 
be. Something serious must have occurred 
that the High Priest wishes to comniunicate 
to her." 

Klea was startled, for she remembered 
Irene’s tears the evening before, and her cry of 
longing for happiness and freedom. Could it 
be that the thoughtless child had yielded to 
this longing, and escaped without her know- 
ledge, though only for a few hours, to see the 
city and the gay life there 
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She collected herself so as not to betray 
her anxiety to the messenger, and said with 
down-cast eyes: 

''I will go and look for her.” 

She hurried back into the house, once more 
looked to the sick child, called his mother and 
’showed her how to prepare the compresses, urging 
her to follow Imhotep's directions carefully and 
exactly till she should return ; she pressed one 
loving kiss on little Philo’s forehead — feeling as 
she did so that he was less hot than he had 
been in the morning — and then she left, going 
first to her own dwelling. 

There everything stood or lay exactly as 
she had left it during the night, onl^ the golden 
jars were wanting. This increased Klea’s alarm, 
but the thought that Irene should have taken 
the precious vessels with her, in order to sell 
them and to live on the proceeds, never once 
entered her mind, for her sister, she knew, 
though heedless and easily persuaded, was in- 
capable of any base action. 

Where was she to seek the lost girl.^ Sera- 
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pion, the recluse, to whom she first addressed 
herself, knew nothing of her. 

On the altar of Serapis, whither she next 
went, she found both the vessels, and carried 
them back to her room. 

Perhaps Irene had gone to see old Krates, 
and while watching his work and chattering to 
him, had forgotten the flight of time — but no, 
the prieSt-smith, whom she sought in his work- 
shop, knew nothing of the vanished maiden. 
He would willingly have helped Klea to seek 
for his favourite, but the new lock for the tombs 
of the Apis had to be finished by mid-day, and 
his swollen feet were painful. 

Klea stood outside the old man’s door sunk 
in thought, and it occurred to her that Irene 
had often, in her idle hours, climbed up into 
the dove-cot belonging to the temple, to look 
out from thence over the distant landscape, to 
visit the sitting birds, to stuff food into the 
gaping beaks of the young ones, or to look up 
at the cloud of soaring doves. The pigeon- 
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house, built up of clay pots and Nile-mud, 
stood on the top of the store-house, which lay 
adjoining the southern boundary wall of the 
temple. 

She hastened across the sunny courts and 
slightly shaded alleys, and mounted to the flat 
foof of the store-house, but she found there 
neither the old dove-keeper nor his two grand- 
sons who helped him in his work, for all three 
were in the ante-room to the kitchen, taking 
their dinner with the temple-servants. 

Kiea shouted her sister's name; once, twice, 
ten times — but no one answered. It was just 
as if the fierce heat of the sun burnt up the 
sound as it left her lips. She looked into the 
first pigeon-house, the second, the third, all the 
wa}/ to the last. The numberless little clay 
tenements of the brisk little birds threw out a 
glow like a heated oven ; but this did not hinder 
her from hunting through every nook and 
corner. Her cheeks were burning, drops of 
perspiration stood on her brow, and she had 
much difficulty in freeing herself from the 
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dust of the pigeon-houses, still she was not 
discouraged. 

Perhaps Irene had gone into the Anubi- 
dium, or sanctuary of Asklepius, to enquire 
as to the meaning of some strange vision, for 
there, with the priestly physicians, lived also a 
priestess who could interpret the dreams of 
those who sought to be healed even better than 
a certain recluse who also could exercise that 
science. The enquirers often had to wait a 
long time outside the temple of Asklepius, and 
this consideration encouraged Klea, and made 
her insensible to the burning south-west wind 
which was now rising, and to the heat of the 
sun; still, as she returned to the Pastophorium 
— slowly, like a warrior returning from a de- 
feat — she suffered severely from the heat, 
and her heart was wrung with anguish and 
suspense. 

Willingly would she have cried, and often 
heaved a groan that was more like a sob, but 
the solace of tears to relieve her heart was still 
denied to her. 
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Before going to tell Asklepiodorus that her 
search had been unsuccessful, she felt prompted 
once more to talk with her friend, the anchorite ; 
but before she had gone far enough even to 
see his cell, the High Priest*s scribe once more 
stood in her way, and desired her to follow him 
to the temple. There she had to wait in mortal 
impatience for more than an hour in an ante- 
room. At last she was conducted into. a room 
where Asklepiodorus was sitting with the whole 
chapter of the priesthood of the temple of 
Serapis. 

Klea entered timidly, and had to wait again 
some minutes in the presence of the mighty 
conclave before the High Priest asked her 
whether she could give any information as to 
the whereabouts of the fugitive, and whether 
she had heard or observed anything that could 
guide them on her track, since he, Asklepio- 
dorus, knew that if Irene had run away secretly 
from the temple she must be as anxious about 
her as he was. 

Klca had much difficulty in finding words. 
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and her knees shook as she began to speak, 
but she refused the seat which was brought for 
her by order of Asklepiodorus. She recounted 
in order all the places where she had in vain 
sought her sister, and when she mentioned the 
sanctuary of Asklepius, and a recollection came 
suddenly and vividly before her of the figure of 
a lady of distinction, who had come there with 
a numt)er of slaves and waiting-maids to have 
a dream interpreted, Zoe s visit to herself flashed 
upon her memory; her demeanour — at first so 
over-friendly and then so supercilious — and her 
haughty enquiries for Irene. 

She broke off in her narrative, and ex- 
claimed : 

‘‘I am sure. Holy Father, that Irene has not 
fled of her own free impulse, but some one 
perhaps may have lured her into quitting the 
temple and me; she is still but a child with a 
wavering mind. Could it possibly be that a 
lady of rank should have decoyed her into go- 
ing with her? Such a person came to-day to 
see me at the door-keeper’s lodge. She was 
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richly dressed and wore a gold cfescent in her 
light wavy hair, which was plaited with a silk 
ribband, and she asked me urgently about my 
sister. Imhotep, the physician, who often visits 
at the king’s palace, saw her too, and told me 
hei name is Zoe, and that she is lady-in-waiting 
th Queen Cleopatra.” 

These words occasioned the greatest excite- 
ment throughout the conclave of priesjjts, and 
Asklepiodorus exclaimed : 

''Oh! women, women! You indeed were 
right, Philammon; I could not and would not 
believe it! Cleopatra has done many things 
which are forgiven only in a queen, but that 
she should become the tool of her brother’s 
basest passions, even you, Philammon, could 
hardly regard as likely, though you are always 
prepared to expect evil. rather than good. But 
now, what is to be done.^ How can we pro- 
tect ourselves against violence and superior 
force.?” 

Klea had appeared before the priests with 
cheeks crimson and glowing from the noon- 
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tide heat, but at the High Priest's last words 
the blood left her face, she turned ashy pale, 
and a chill shiver ran through her trembling 
limbs. Her father's child — her bright, innocent 
Irene — basely stolen for Euergetes, that licen- 
tious tyrant of whose wild deeds Serapion had 
told her only last evening, when he painted 
the dangers that would threaten her and 
Irene if they should quit the shelter of the 
sanctuary. 

Alas, it was too true! They had tempted 
away her darling child, her comfort and de- 
light, lured her with splendour and ease, only 
to sink her in shame! She was forced to cling 
to the back of the chair she had disdained, to 
save herself from falling. 

But this weakness overmastered her for a 
few minutes only; she boldly took two hasty 
steps up to the table behind which the High 
Priest was sitting, and, supporting herself with 
her right hand upon it, she exclaimed, while 
her voice, usually so full and sonorous, had a 
hoarse tone: 
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woman has been the instrument of mak- 
ing another woman unworthy of the name of 
woman! and you — you, the protectors of right 
and virtue — you who are called to act accord- 
ing to the will and mind of the gods whom 
you serve — ^you are too weak to prevent it? If 
^ou endure this, if you do not put a stop to 
this crime you are not worthy — nay, I will not 
be interrupted — you, I say, are unworthy of the 
sacred title and of the reverence you claim, 
and I will appeal— ” 

Silence, girl!” cried Asklepiodorus to the 
terribly excited Klea. would have you im- 
prisoned with the blasphemers, if I did not 
well understand the anguish which has turned 
your brain. We will interfere on behalf of the 
abducted girl, and you must wait patiently in 
silence. You, Callimachus, must at once order 
Ismael, the messenger, to saddle the horses, 
and ride to Memphis to deliver a despatch 
from me to the queen; let us all cpmbine to 
compose it, and subscribe our names as soon 
as we ere perfectly certain that Irene has been 
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carried off from these precincts. Philammon, do 
you command that the gong be sounded which 
calls together all the inhabitants of the temple; 
and you, my girl, quit this hall, and join the 
others.” 
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CHAPTER II. 

Klea obeyed the High Priest^s command 
at once, and wandered — not knowing exactly 
whither — from one corridor to another of the 
huge pile, till she was startled by the ^ound of 
the great brazen plate, struck with mighty 
blows, which rang out to the remotest nook 
and corner of the precincts. This call was for 
her too, and she went forthwith into the great 
court of assembly, which at every moment grew 
fuller and fuller. The temple-servants and the 
keepers of the beasts, the gate-keepers, the litter- 
bearers, the water-carriers — all streamed in from 
their interrupted meal, some wiping their mouths 
as they hurried in, or still holding in their hands 
a piece of bread, a radish, or a date which they 
hastily munched; the washer-men and -women 
came in with hands still wet from washing the 
white robes of the priests, and the cooks arrived 
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with brows still streaming from their unfinished 
labours. Perfumes floated round from the 
unwashed hands of the Pastophoroi, who had 
been busied in the laboratories in the prepara- 
tion of incense, while from the library and 
writing -rooms came the curators and scribes 
and the officials of the temple counting-house^, 
their ha,ir in disorder, and their light working- 
dress stained with red or black. The troop of 
singers, male and female, came in orderly array, 
just as they had been assembled for practice, 
and with them came the faded twins to whom 
Klea and Irene had been designated as suc- 
cessors by Asklepiodorus. Then came the 
pupils of the temple-school, tumbling noisily 
into the court-yard in high delight at this in- 
terruption to their lessons*. The eldest of these 
were sent to bring in the great canopy under 
which the heads of the establishment might 
assemble. 

Last of all appeared Asklepiodorus, who 
handed to a young scribe a complete list of all 
the inhabitants and members of the temple, that 
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he might read it out. This he proceeded to 
do; each one answered with an audible “Here” 
as his name was called, and for each one who 
was absent information was immediately given 
as to his whereabouts. 

Klea had joined the singing women, and 
•awaited in breathless anxiety a long — endlessly 
long — time for the name of her sister to be 
called; for it was not till the very smallest of 
the school-boys and the lowest of the neat- 
herds had answered, “Here/’ that the scribe read 
out, “Klea, the water-bearer,” and nodded to 
her in answer as she replied, “Here!” 

Then his voice seemed louder than before as 
he read, “Irene, the water-bearer.” 

No answer following on these words, a slight 
movement, like the bowing wave that flies over 
a ripe cornfield when the morning breeze sweeps 
across the ears, was evident among the as- 
sembled inhabitants of the temple, who waited 
in breathless silence till Asklepiodorus stood 
forth, and said in a distinct and audible 
voice ; 
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*‘You have all met here now at my call. 
All have obeyed it excepting only those holy 
men consecrated to Serapis, whose vows forbid 
their breaking their seclusion, and Irene, the 
water-bearer. Once more I call, ‘Irene,' a 
second, and a third time — and still no answer; 
I now appeal to you all assembled here, great’ 
and small, men and women who serve Serapis. 
Can any. one of you give any information as to 
the whereabouts of this young girl.^ Has any 
one seen her since, at break of day, she placed 
the first libation from the Well of the Sun on 
the altar of the god? You are all silent! Then 
no one has met her in the course of this day? 
Now, one question more, and whoever can an- 
swer it stand forth and speak the words of 
truth. I 

“By which gate did this lady of rank depart 
who visited the temple early this morning.^ — 
By the eastern gate — good. 

“Was she alone — She was. 

“By which gate did the epistolographer Eu- 
la^us depart.^ — By the east — 
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“Was he alone? — He was. 

“Did any one here present meet the chariot 
either of the lady or of Eulseus?’' 

“I did,” cried a car-driver, whose daily duty 
it was to go to Memphis with his oxen and 
cart to fetch provisions for the kitchen, and 
other necessaries. 

“Speak,” said the High Priest. 

“I saw,” replied the man, “the white horses 
of my Lord Eulaeus hard by the vineyard of 
Khakem; I know them well. They were har- 
nessed to a closed chariot, in which besides 
himself sat a lady.” 

“Was it Irene?” asked Asklepiodorus. 

“I do not know,” replied the carter, “for I 
could not see who sat in the chariot, but I 
heard the voice of Eulaeus, and then a woman's 
laugh. She laughed so heartily that I had to 
screw my mouth up myself, it tickled me so.” 

While Klea supposed this description to 
apply to Irene's merry laugh — ^which she had 
never thought of with regret till this moment — 
the High Priest exclaimed; 
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'"You, keeper of the eastern gate, did the 
lady and Eulaeus enter and leave this sanctuary 
together ? ” 

“No,” was the answer. “She came in half 
an hour later than he did, and she quitted the 
temple quite alone and long after the Eunuch.” 

“And Irene did not pass through your gate, 
and cannot have gone out by it? — I ask you 
in the name of the god we serve!” 

“She may have done so, Holy Father!” an- 
swered the gate-keeper in much alarm. “I 
have a sick child, and to look after him I went 
into my room several times; but only for a few 
minutes at a time — still, the gate stands open, 
all is quiet in Memphis now.” 

“You have done very wrong,” said Asklepio- 
dorus severely, “but since"* you have told the 
truth you may go unpunished. We have learned 
enough. All you gate-keepers now listen to 
me. Every gate of the temple must be care- 
fully shut, and no one — not even a pilgrim nor 
any dignitary from Memphis, however high a 
personage he may be — is to enter or go out 
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without my express permission; be as alert as 
if you feared an attack, and now go each of 
you to his duties.** 

The assembly dispersed; these to one side, 
those to another. 

Klea did not perceive that many looked at 
fier with suspicion as though she were respon- 
sible for her sister*s conduct, and others with 
compassion; she did not even notice the twin- 
sisters, whose place she and Irene were to have 
filled, and this hurt the feelings of the good 
elderly maidens, who had to perform so much 
lamenting which they did not feel at all, that 
they eagerly seized every opportunity of ex- 
pressing their feelings when, for once in a way, 
they were moved to sincere sorrow. But neither 
these sympathizing persons nor any other of 
the inhabitants of the temple, who approached 
Klea with the purpose of questioning or of pity- 
ing her, dared to address her, so stern and ter- 
rible was the solemn expression of her eyes 
which she kept fixed upon the ground. 

At last she remained alone in the great 
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court; her heart beat faster than usual, and 
strange and weighty thoughts were stirring in 
her soul. One thing was clear to her: Eulaeus 
— her father's ruthless foe and destroyer — was 
now also working the fall of the child of the 
man he had ruined, and, though she knew it 
not, the High Priest shared her suspicions. She*, 
Klea, was by no means minded to let this hap- 
pen without an effort at defence, and it even 
became clearer and clearer to her mind that it 
was her duty to act, and without delay. In the 
first instance she would ask counsel of her 
friend Serapion; but as she approached his cell 
the gong was sounded which summoned the 
priests to service, and at the same time warned 
her of her duty of fetching water. 

Mechanically, and still? thinking of nothing 
but Irene's deliverance, she fulfilled the task 
which she was accustomed to perform every 
day at the sound of this brazen clang, and went 
to her room to fetch the golden jars of the god. 

As she entered the empty room her cat 
sprang to meet her with two leaps of joy, put- 
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ting up her back, rubbing her soft head against 
her feet with her fine bushy tail ringed with 
black stripes, set up straight as cats are wont 
only when they are pleased. Klea was about 
to stroke the coaxing animal, but it sprang 
back, stared at her shyly, and, as she could not 
Help thinking, angrily with its green eyes, and 
then shrank back into the corner close to Irene’s 
couch. 

“She mistook me!” thought Klea. “Irene 
is more loveable than I even to a beast, and 
Irene, Irene — ” 

She sighed deeply at the name, and would 
have sunk down on her trunk there to consider 
of new ways and means — all of which however 
she was forced to reject as foolish and im- 
practicable — but on the chest lay a little shirt 
she had begun to make for little Philo, and 
this reminded her again of the sick child and 
of the duty of fetching the water. 

Without farther delay she took up the jars, 
and as she went towards the well she remem- 
bered the last precepts that had been given her 
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by her father, whom she had once been per- 
mitted to visit in prison. Only a few detached 
sentences of this, his last warning speech, now 
came into her mind, though no word of it had 
escaped her memory; it ran much as follows: 

‘‘It may seem as though I had met with an 
evil recompense from the gods for my con- 
duct in adhering to what I think just and vir- 
tuous; .but it only seems so, and so long as I 
succeed in living in accordance with Nature, 
which obeys an everlasting law, no man is 
justified in accusing me. My own peace of 
mind especially will never desert me so long as 
I do not set myself to act in opposition to the 
fundamental convictions of my inmost being, 
but obey the doctrines of Zeno and Chrysippus. 
This peace every one may preserve, aye, even 
you, a woman, if you constantly do what you 
recognise to be right, and fulfil the duties you 
take upon yourself. The very god himself is 
proof and witness of this doctrine, for he grants 
to him who obeys him that tranquillity of 
spirit which must be pleasing in his eyes, since 
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it is the only condition of the soul in which it 
appears to be neither fettered and hindered nor 
tossed and driven; while he, on the contrary, 
who wanders from the paths of Virtue and of 
her daughter, stern Duty, never attains peace, 
but feels the torment of an unsatisfied and 
hostile power, which with its hard grip drags 
his soul now on and now back. 

^^He who preserves a tranquil mind, is not 
miserable, even in misfortune, and thankfully 
learns to feel contented in every state of life; 
and that because he is filled with those elevated 
sentiments which are directly related to the 
noblest portion of his being — those, I mean — of 
justice and goodness. Act then, my child, in 
conformity with justice and duty, regardless of 
any ulterior object, without considering whether 
your action will bring you pleasure or pain, 
without fear of the judgment of men or the 
envy of the gods, and you will win that peace 
of mind which distinguishes the wise from the 
unwise, and may be happy even in adverse 
circumstances; for the only real evil is the 
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dominion of wickedness, that is to say the un- 
reason which rebels against nature, and the only 
true happiness consists in the possession of 
virtue. He alone, however, can call virtue his 
who possesses it wholly, and sins not against it 
in the smallest particular; for there is no dif- 
ference of degrees either in good or in evil, and 
even the smallest action opposed to duty, truth 
or justice, though punishable by no law, is a 
sin, and stands in opposition to virtue. 

^Hrene,” thus Philotas had concluded his in- 
junctions, ^‘cannot as yet understand this 
doctrine, but you are grave and have sense 
beyond your years. Repeat this to her daily, 
and when the time comes impress on your 
sister — towards whom^you must fill the place 
of a mother — impress on her heart these pre- 
cepts as your father's last will and testa- 
ment.” 

And now, as Klea went towards the well 
within the temple -wall to fetch water, she 
repeated to herself many of these injunc- 
tions; she felt herself encouraged by them, and 
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firmly resolved not to give her sister up to the 
seducer without a struggle. 

As soon as the vessels for libation at the 
altar were filled she returned to little Philo, 
whose state seemed to her to give no farther 
cause for anxiety; after staying with him for 
rnore than an hour she left the gate-keeper’s 
dwelling to seek Serapion’s advice, and to di- 
vulge to him all she had been able to plan and 
consider in the quiet of the sick-room. 

The recluse was wont to recognise her step 
from afar, and to be looking out for her from 
his window when she went to visit him; but 
to-day he heard her not, for he was stepping 
again and again up and down the few paces 
which the small size of his tiny cell allowed 
him to traverse. He could reflect best when he 
walked up and down, and he thought and 
thought again, for he had heard all that was 
known in the temple regarding Irene’s disap- 
pearance; and he would, he must rescue her — 
but the more he tormented his brain the more 
clearly he saw that every attempt to snatch the 
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kidnapped girl from the powerful robber must 
in fact be vain. 

'^And it must not, it shall not be!’' he had 
cried, stamping his great foot, a few minutes 
before Klea reached his cell; but as soon as he 
was aware of her presence he made an effort to 
appear quite easy, and cried out with the v^;- 
hemence which characterised him even in less 
momentous circumstances : 

“We must consider, we must reflect, we 
must puzzle our brains, for the gods have been 
napping this morning, and we must be doubly 
wide-awake. Irene — our little Irene — and who 
would have thought it yesterday! It is a good- 
for-nothing, unspeakably base knave’s trick — 
and now, what can we do to snatch the prey 
from the gluttonous monster, the savage wild 
beast, before he can devour our child, our pet 
little one.? Often and often I have been pro- 
voked at my own stupidity, but never, never 
have I felt so stupid, such a god-forsaken block- 
head as I do now. When I try to consider I 
feel as if that heavy shutter had been nailed 
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down on my head. Have you had any ideas 
I have not one which would not disgrace the 
veriest ass — not a single one.” 

‘'Then you know everything.^” asked Klea, 
''even that it is probably our father’s enemy, 
Eulaeus, who has treacherously decoyed the poor 
child to go away with him.?” 

“Yes, yes!”, cried Serapion, “wherever there 
is some scoundrel’s trick to be played he must 
have a finger in the pie, as sure as there must 
be meal for bread to be made. But it is a new 
thing to me that on this occasion he should be 
Euergetes’ tool. Old Philammon told me all 
about it. Just now the messenger came back 
from Memphis, and brought a paltry scrap of 
papyrus on which some wretched scribbler had 
written in the name of Philometor, that nothing 
was known of Irene at court, and complaining 
deeply that Asklepiodorus had not hesitated to 
play a underhand game with the king. So they 
have no idea whatever of voluntarily releasing 
our child.” 

‘'Then I shall proceed to do my duty,” 
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said Klea resolutely. “I shall go to Memphis, 
and fetch my sister.** 

The anchorite stared at the girl in horror, 
exclaiming: 

“That is folly, madness, suicide! Do you 
want to throw two victims into his jaws instead 
of one.?*** 

“I can protect myself, and as regards Irene 
I will claim the queen*s assistance. She is a 
woman, and will never suffer — ** 

“What is there in this world that she will 
not suffer if it can procure her profit or pleasure ^ 
Who knows what delightful thing Euergetes 
may not have promised her in return for our 
little maid.? No, by Serapis! — no, Cleopatra 
will not help you, but — and that is a good idea 
— there is one who will to a certainty. We 
must apply to the Roman Publius Scipio, and 
he will have no difficulty in succeeding.” 

“From him,’* exclaimed Klea, colouring 
scarlet, “I will accept neither good nor evil; I 
do not know him, and I do not want to know 
him.’* 



THE SISTERS. 


49 


Child, child!” interrupted the recluse with 
grave chiding. ‘‘Does your pride then so far out- 
weigh your love, your duty, and concern for 
Irene? What, in the name of all the gods, has 
Publius done to you that you avoid him more 
aiyciously than if he were covered with leprosy? 
There is a limit to all things, and now — aye, 
indeed — I must out with it come what may, 
for this is not the time to pretend to be blind 
when I see with botli eyes what is going on — 
your heart is full of the Roman, and draws you 
to him; but you are an honest girl, and, in 
order to remain so, you fly from him because 
you distrust yourself, and do not know what 
might happen if he were to tell you that he 
too has been hit by one of Eros’ darts. You 
may turn red and white, and look at me as if 
I were your enemy, and talking contemptible 
nonsense. I have seen many strange things, 
but I never saw any one before you who was 
a coward out of sheer courage, and yet of all 
the women I know there is not one to whom 
fear is less known than my bold and resolute 
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Klea. The road is a hard one that you must 
take, but only cover your poor little heart with 
a coat of mail, and venture in all confidence ta 
meet the Roman, who is an excellent good 
fellow. No doubt it will be hard to you to 
crave a boon, but ought you to shrink from 
those few steps over sharp stones? Our poor 
child is standing on the edge of the abyss; if 
you cio not arrive at the right time, and speak 
the right words to the only person who is able 
to help in this matter, she will be thrust into 
the foul bog and sink in it, because her brave 
sister was frightened at — herself!’^ 

Klea had cast down her eyes as the ancho- 
rite addressed her thus; she stood for some 
time frowning at the ground in silence, but at 
last she said, with quivering lips and as 
gloomily as if she were pronouncing a sentence 
on herself; 

'‘Then I will ask the Roman to assist me; 
but how can I get to him?’' 

“Ah! — now my Klea is her father’s daughter 
once more,” answered Serapion, stretching out 
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both his arms towards her froip- the little 
window of his cell; and then he went on: ‘‘I 
can make the painful path somewhat smoother 
for you. My brother Glaucus, who is com- 
mander of the civic guard in the palace, you 
alseady know; I will give you a few words of 
recommendation to him, and also, to lighten 
your task, a little letter to Publius Scipio, 
which shall contain a short account 6f the 
matter in hand. If Publius wishes to speak 
with you yourself go to him and trust him, but 
still more trust yourself. 

‘^Now go, and when you have once more 
filled the water- jars come back to me, and fetch 
the letters. The sooner you can go the better, 
for it would be well that you should leave the 
path through the desert behind you before 
nightfall, for in the dark there are often dan- 
gerous tramps about. You will find a friendly 
welcome at my sister Leukippas; she lives in 
the toll-house by the great harbour — show her 
this ring and she will give you a bed, and, if 
the gods are merciful, one for Irene too.'' 



THE SISTERS. 


S2 

“Thank you, father,” said Klea, but she 
said no more, and then left him with a rapid 
step. 

Serapion looked lovingly after her; then he 
took two wooden tablets faced with wax out of 
his chest, and, with a metal style, he wrote ^pn 
one a short letter to his brother, and on the 
other a longer one to the Roman, which ran as 
follows : 

“Serapion, the recluse of Serapis, to Publius 
Cornelius Scipio Nasica, the Roman. 

“Serapion greets Publius Scipio, and ac- 
quaints him that Irene, the younger sister of 
Klea, the water-bearer, has disappeared from 
this temple, and, as Serapion suspects, by the 
wiles of the Epistolographer Eulaeus, whom we 
both know, and who seems to Jiave acted under 
the orders of King Ptolemy Euergetes. Seek to 
discover where Irene can be. Save her if thou 
canst from her ravishers, and conduct her back 
to this temple or deliver her in Memphis into 
the hands of my .sister Leukippa, the wife of 
the overseer of the harbour, named Hipparchus, 
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who dwells in the toll-house. May Serapis pre- 
serve thee and thine.” 

The recluse had just finished his letters 
when Klea returned to him. The girl hid them 
in the folds of the bosom of her robe, said 
farewell to her friend, and remained quite 
grave and collected, while Serapion, with tears 
in his eyes, stroked her hair, gave her his part- 
ing blessing, and finally even hung round her 
neck an amulet for good luck, that his mother 
had worn — it was an eye in rock-crystal with 
a protective inscription. Then, without any 
farther delay, she set out towards the temple- 
gate, which, in obedience to the commands of 
the High Priest, was now locked. The gate- 
keeper — little Philo's father — sat close by on a 
stone bench, keeping guard. In a friendly tone 
Klea asked him to open the gate; but the 
anxious official would not immediately comply 
with her request, but reminded her of Askle- 
piodorus' strict injunctions, and informed her 
that the great Roman had demanded admis- 
sion to the temple about three hours since, but 
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had been refused by the High Priest’s special 
orders. He had asked too for her, and had 
promised to return on the morrow. 

The hot blood flew to Klea's face and eyes 
as she heard this news. Could Publius no more 
cease to think of her than she of him.^^ Had 
Serapion guessed rightly.^ 

‘*The darts of Eros” — the recluse’s phrase 
flashed through her mind, and struck her heart 
as if it were itself a winged arrow ; it frightened 
her and yet she liked it, but only for one brief 
instant, for the utmost distrust of her own weak- 
ness came over her again directly, and she told 
herself with a shudder that she was on the 
high-road to follow up and seek out the im- 
portunate stranger. 

All the horrors of her undertaking stood 
vividly before her, and if she had now retraced 
her steps she would not have been without an 
excuse to offer to her own conscience, since the 
temple-gate was closed, and might not be 
opened to any one, not even to her. 

For a moment she felt a certain satisfaction 
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in this flattering reflection, but as she thought 
again of Irene her resolve was once more con- 
firmed, and going closer up to the gate-keeper 
she said with great determination: 

“Open the gate to me without delay; you 
know that I am not accustomed to do or to 
de*sire anything wrong. I beg of you to push 
back the bolt at once.” 

The man — to whom Klea had done many 
kindnesses, and whom Imhotep had that very 
day told that she was the good spirit of his 
house, and that he ought to venerate her as a 
divinity — obeyed her orders, though with some 
doubt and hesitation. The heavy bolt flew back, 
the brazen gate opened, the water-bearer stepped 
out, flung a dark veil over her head, and set 
out on her walk. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A PAVED road, with a row of Sphinxes on 
each side, led from the Greek temple of Serapis 
to the rock-hewn tombs of Apis, and the 
temples and chapels built over them and near 
them; in these the Apis bull after its death — 
or “in Osiris” as the phrase went — was wor- 
shipped, while, so long as it lived, it was taken 
care of and prayed to in the temple to which 
it belonged, that of the god Ptah at Memphis. 
After death these sacred bulls, which were dis- 
tinguished by peculiar marks, had extraordi- 
narily costly obsequies ; they were called the risen 
Ptah, and regarded as the syrhbol of the soul 
of Osiris, by whose procreative power all that 
dies or passes away is brought to new birth 
and new life — the departed soul of man, the 
plant that has perished, and the heavenly 
bodies that have set. Osiris- Sokari, who was 
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worshipped as the companion of Osiris, pre* 
sided over the wanderings which had to be 
performed by the seemingly extinct spirit before 
its resuscitation as another being in a new form ; 
and Egyptian priests governed in the temples of 
these gods, which were purely Egyptian in style, 
and which had been built at a very early date 
over the tomb-cave of the sacred bulls. And 
even the Greek ministers of Serapis, settled at 
Memphis, were ready to follow the example of 
their rulers and to sacrifice to Osiris-Apis, who 
was closely allied to Serapis — not only in name 
but in his essential attributes. Serapis himself 
indeed was a divinity introduced from Asia 
into the Nile valley by the Ptolemies, in order 
to supply to their Greek and Egyptian subjects 
alike an object of adoration, before whose altars 
they could unite in a common worship. They 
devoted themselves to the worship of Apis in 
Osiris at the shrines, of Greek architecture, and 
containing stone images of bulls, that stood 
outside the Egyptian sanctuary, and they were 
very ready to be initiated into the higher signi- 
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ficance of his essence ; indeed, all religious mys- 
teries in their Greek home bore reference to 
the immortality of the soul and its fate in the 
other world. 

Just as two neighbouring cities may be 
joined by a bridge, so the Greek temple of 
Serapis — to which the water-bearers belonged 
— was connected with the Egyptian sanctuary 
of Osiris-Apis by the fine paved road for pro- 
cessions along which Klea now rapidly pro- 
ceeded. There was a shorter way to Memphis, 
but she chose this one, because the mounds of 
sand on each side of the road bordered by 
Sphinxes — which every day had to be cleared 
of the desert drift — concealed her from the sight 
of her companions in the temple; besides th6 
best and safest way into the city was by a road 
leading from a crescent, decorated with busts 
of the Philosophers, that lay near the principal 
entrance to the new Apis-tombs. 

She looked neither at the lion-bodies with 
men’s heads that guarded the way, nor at the 
images of beasts on the wall that shut it in; 
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nor did she heed the dusky-hued temple-slaves 
of Osiris -Apis who were sweeping the sand 
from the paved way with large brooms, for she 
thought of nothing but Irene and the difficult 
task that lay before her, and she walked swiftly 
ojiwards with her eyes fixed on the ground. 

But she had taken no more than a few steps 
when she heard her name called quite close to 
her, and looking up in alarm she found .herself 
standing opposite Krates, the little smith, who 
came close up to her, took hold of her veil, 
threw it back a little before she could prevent 
him, and asked: 

Where are you off to, child 

*‘Do not detain me,’^ entreated Klea. ‘‘You 
know that Irene, whom you are always so fond 
of, has been carried off ; perhaps I may be able 
to save her, but if you betray me, and if they 
follow me — ’’ 

“I will not hinder you,'* interrupted the old 
man. “Nay, if it were not for these swollen 
feet I would go with you, for I can think of 
nothing else but the poor dear little thing; but 
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as it is I shall be glad enough when I am sitting 
still again in my workshop; it is exactly as if 
a workman of my own trade lived in each of 
my great toes, and was dancing round in them 
with hammer and file and chisel and nails. 
Very likely you may be so fortunate as to find 
your sister, for a crafty woman succeeds in 
many things which are too difficult for a wise 
man. Go on, and if they seek for you old 
Krates will not betray you/' 

He nodded kindly at Klea, and had already 
half turned his back on her when he once more 
looked round, and called out to her: 

“Wait a minute, girl — you can do me a little 
service. I have just fitted a new lock to the 
door of the Apis-tomb down there. It answers 
admirably, but the one key to it which I have 
made is not enough; we require four, and you 
shall order them for me of the locksmith 
Heri, to be sent the day after to-morrow; he 
lives opposite the gate of Sokari — to the left, 
next the bridge over the canal — you cannot 
miss it. I hate repeating and copying as much 
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as I like inventing and making new things, 
and Heri can work from a pattern just as well 
as I can. If it were not for my legs I would 
give the man my commission myself, for he 
who speaks by the lips of a go-between is often 
niisunderstood or not understood at all." 

‘*I will gladly save you the walk," replied 
Klea, while the smith sat down on the pedestal 
of one of the Sphinxes, and opening the .leather 
wallet which hung by his side shook out the 
contents. A few files, chisels, and nails fell out 
into his lap; then the key, and finally a sharp, 
pointed knife with which Krates had cut out 
the hollow in the door for the insertion of the 
lock; Krates touched up the pattern-key for 
the smith in Memphis with a few strokes of 
the file, and then, muttering thoughtfully and 
shaking his head doubtfully from side to side, 
he exclaimed: 

'‘You still must come with me once more 
to the door, for I require accurate workmanship 
from other people, and so I must be severe 
upon my own." 
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'*But I want so much to reach Memphis be- 
fore dark,” besought Klea. 

“The whole thing will not take a minute, 
and if you will give me your arm I shall go 
twice as fast. There are the files, there is the 
knife.” 

“Give it me,” Klea requested. “This blade 
is sharp and bright, and as soon as I saw it 
I felt as if it bid me take it with me. Very 
likely I may have to come through the desert 
alone at night.” 

“Aye,” said the smith, “and even the weakest 
feels stronger when he has a weapon. Hide 
the knife somewhere about you, my child, only 
take care not to hurt yourself with it. Now let 
me take your arm, and on we will go — but not 
quite so fast.” < 

Klea led the smith to the door he indicated, 
and saw with admiration how unfailingly the 
bolt sprang forward when one half of the door 
closed upon the other, and how easily the key 
pushed it back again; then, after conducting 
Krates back to the Sphinx near which she had 
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met him, she went on her way at her quickest 
pace, for the sun was already very low, and it 
seemed scarcely possible to reach Memphis be- 
fore it should set. 

As she approached a tavern where soldiers 
apd low people were accustomed to resort, she 
was met by a drunken slave. She went on and 
past him without any fear, for the knife in her 
girdle, and on which she kept her hand, kept 
up her courage, and she felt as if she had thus 
acquired a third hand which was more power- 
ful and less timid than her own. A company 
of soldiers had encamped in front of the tavern, 
and the wine of Khakem, which was grown 
close by, on the eastern declivity of the Libyan 
range, had an excellent savour. The men were 
in capital spirits, for at noon to>day — after they 
had been quartered here for months as guards 
of the tombs of Apis and of the temples of the 
Necropolis — a commanding officer of the Dia- 
doches had arrived at Memphis, who had ordered 
them to break up at once, and to withdraw 
into the capital before nightfall. They were 
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not to be relieved by other mercenaries till the 
next morning. 

All this Klea learned from a messenger 
from the Egyptian temple in the Necropolis, 
who recognised her, and who was going to 
Memphis, commissioned by the priests of Osiris- 
Apis and -Sokari to convey a petition to the 
king, praying that fresh troops might be 
promptly sent to replace those now with- 
drawn. 

For some time she went on side by side 
with this messenger, but soon she found that 
she could not keep up with his hurried pace, 
and had to fall behind. In front of another 
tavern sat the officers of the troops, whose noisy 
mirth she had heard as she passed the former 
one ; they were sitting over ^heir wine and look- 
ing on at the dancing of two Egyptian girls, 
who screeched like cackling hens over their mad 
leaps, and who so effectually rivetted the atten- 
tion of the spectators, who were beating time 
for them by clapping their hands, that Klea, 
accelerating her step, was able to slip unob- 
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served p&st the wild crew. All these scenes, 
nay everything she met with on the high road, 
scared the girl who was accustomed to the 
silence and the solemn life of the temple of 
Serapis, and she therefore struck into a side 
path that probably also led to the city which 
she could already see lying before her with its 
pylons, its citadel and its houses, veiled in even- 
ing mist In a quarter of an hour at most she 
would have crossed the desert, and reach the 
fertile meadow-land, whose emerald hue grew 
darker and darker every moment The sun 
was already sinking to rest behind the Libyan 
range, and soon after, for twilight is short 
in Egypt, she was wrapped in the darkness 
of night The west -wind, which had begun 
to blow even at noon, now rose higher, and 
seemed to pursue her with its hot breath and 
the clouds of sand it carried with it from the 
desert. 

She must certainly be approaching water, 
for she heard the deep pipe of the bittern in 
the reeds, and fancied she breathed a moister 
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air. A few steps more, and her foot sank in 
mud ; and she now perceived that she was 
standing on the edge of a wide ditch in which 
tall papyrus plants were growing. The side 
path she had struck into ended at this planta- 
tion, and there was nothing to be, done but 
to turn about , and to continue her walk 
against the wind and with the sand blowing in 
her face. 

The light from the drinking-booth showed 
her the direction she must follow, for though 
the moon was up, it is true, black clouds swept 
across it, covering it and the smaller lights of 
heaven for many minutes at a time. Still she* 
felt no fatigue, but the shouts of the men and 
the loud cries of the women that rang out from 
the tavern filled her witt alarm and disgust. 
She made a wide circuit round the hostelry, 
wading through the sand hillocks and tearing her 
dress on the thorns and thistles that had boldly 
struck deep root in the desert, and had grown 
up there like the squalid brats in the hovel of 
a beggar. But still, as she hurried on by the 
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high road, the hideous laughter and the crowing 
mirth of the dancing girls still rang in her 
mind’s ear. 

Her blood coursed more swiftly through her 
veins, her head was on fire, she saw Irene close 
before her, tangibly distinct — with flowing hair 
and fluttering garments, whirling in a wild 
dance like a Maenad at a Dionysiac festival, 
flying from one embrace to another and shout- 
ing and shrieking in unbridled folly like the 
wretched girls she had seen on her way. She 
was seized with terror for her sister — an un- 
bounded dread such as she had never felt be- 
fore, and as the wind was now once more 
behind her she let herself be driven on by it, 
lifting her feet in a swift run and flying, as if 
pursued by the Erinnyes, without once looking 
round her and wholly forgetful of the smith’s 
commission, on towards the city along the, 
road planted with trees, which, as she knew, led 
to the gate of the cidatel. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

In front of the gate of the king's palace sat 
a crowd of petitioners who were accustomed to 
stay here from early dawn till late at night, 
until. they were called into the palace to receive 
the answer to the petition they had drawn up. 
When Klea reached the end of her journey she 
was so exhausted and bewildered that she felt 
the imperative necessity of seeking rest and 
quiet reflection, so she seated herself among 
these people, next to a woman from Upper 
Egypt. But hardly had she taken her place by 
her with a silent greeting,^ when her talkative 
neighbour began to relate with particular mi- 
nuteness why she had come to Memphis, and 
how certain unjust judges had conspired with 
her bad husband to trick her — for men were 
always ready to join against a woman — and to 
deprive her of everything which had been 
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secured to her and her children by her mar- 
riage-contract. For two months now, she said, 
she had been waiting early and late before the 
sublime gate, and was consuming her last ready 
cash in the city where living was so dear; but 
it was all one to her, and at a pinch she would 
sell even her gold ornaments, for sooner or later 
her cause must come before the king, and then 
the wicked villain and his accomplices would 
be taught what was just 

Klea heard but little of this harangue; a 
feeling had come over her like that of a person 
who is having water poured again and again 
on the top of his head. Presently her neigh- 
bour observed that the new-comer was not 
listening at all to her complainings ; she slapped 
her shoulder with her hand, and said : 

“You seem to think of nothing but your 
own concerns; and I daresay they are not of 
such a nature as that you should relate them 
to any one else; so far as mine are concerned 
the more they are discussed, the better.” 

The tone in which these remarks were made 
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was so dry, and at the same time so sharp, that 
it hurt Klea, and she rose hastily to go closer 
to the gate. Her neighbour threw a cross word 
after her ; but she did not heed it, and drawing her 
veil closer over her face, she went through the 
gate of the palace into a vast courtyard, brightly 

t 

lighted up by cressets and torches, and crowded 
with footsoldiers and mounted guards. 

The sentry at the gate perhaps had not ob- 
served her, or perhaps had let her pass un- 
challenged from her dignified and erect gait, 
and the numerous armed men through whom 
she now made her way seemed to be so much 
occupied with their own affairs, that no one 
bestowed any notice on her. In a narrow alley, 
which led to a second court and was lighted 
by lanterns, one of the body-guard known as 
the Philobasilistes, a haughty young fellow in 
yellow riding-boots and a shirt of mail over his 
red tunic, came riding towards her on his tall 
horse, and noticing her he tried to squeeze her 
between his charger and- the wall, and put out 
his hand to raise her veil; but Klea slipped 
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aside, and put up her hands to protect herself 
from the horse’s head which was almost touch- 
ing her. 

The cavalier, enjoying her alarm, called 
out: 

“Only stand still — he is not vicious.” 

“Which, you or your horse asked Klea, 
with such a solemn tone in her deep voice 
that for an instant the young guardsman lost 
his self-possession, and this gave her time to go 
farther from the horse. But the girl’s sharp 
retort had annoyed the conceited young fellow, 
and not having time to follow her himself, he 
called out in a tone of encouragement to a 
party of mercenaries from Cyprus, whom the 
frightened girl was trying to pass: 

“Look under this girl’s veil, comrades, and 
if she is as pretty as she is well-grown I wish 
you joy of your prize.” 

He laughed as he pressed his knees against 
the flanks of his bay and trotted slowly away, 
while the Cypriotes gave Klea ample time to 
reach the second court, which was more brightly 
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lighted even than the first, that they might there 
surround her with insolent importunity. 

The helpless and persecuted girl felt the 
blood run cold in her veins, and for a few 
minutes she could see nothing but a bewilder- 
ing confusion of flashing eyes and weapons, of 
beards and hands, could hear nothing but words 
and sounds, of which she understood and felt 
only that they were revolting and horrible, and 
threatened her with death and ruin. She had 
crossed her arms over her bosom, but now she 
raised her hands to hide her face, for she felt 
a strong hand snatch away the veil that covered 
her head. This insolent proceeding turned her 
numb horror to indignant rage, and, fixing her 
sparkling eyes on her bearded opponents, she 
exclaimed : i 

“Shame upon you, who in the king’s own 
house fall like wolves on a defenceless woman, 
and in a peaceful spot snatch the veil from a 
young girl's head. Your mothers would blush 
for you, and your sisters cry shame on you — as 
I do now!” 
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Astonished at Klea’s distinguished beauty, 
startled at the angry glare in her eyes, and the 
deep chest tones of her voice which trembled 
with excitement, the Cypriotes drew back, while 
the same audacious rascal that had pulled away 
her veil came closer to her, and cried: 

‘‘Who would make such a noise about a 
rubbishy veil! If you will be my sweetheart 
I will buy you a new one, and many ^things 
besides.'' 

At the same time he tried to throw his arm 
round her; but at his touch Klea felt the blood 
leave her cheeks and mount to her bloodshot 
eyes, and at that instant her hand, guided by 
some uncontrollable inward impulse, grasped 
the handle of the knife which Krates had lent 
her; she raised it high in the air though with 
an unsteady arm, exclaiming: 

“Let me go or, by Serapis whom I serve, 
I will strike you to the heart!" 

The soldier to whom this threat was addressed, 
was not the man to be intimidated by a blade 
of cold iron in a woman’s hand; with a quick 
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movement he seized her wrist in order to dis- 
arm her; but although Klea was forced to drop 
the knife she struggled with him to free herself 
from his clutch, and this contest between a man 
and woman, who seemed to be of superior rank 
to that indicated by her very simple dress, 
seemed to most of the Cypriotes so undignified, 
so much out of place within the walls of a palace, 
that they pulled their comrade back from Klea, 
while others on the contrary came to the assist- 
ance of the bully who defended himself stoutly. 
And in the midst of the fray, which was conducted 
with no small noise, stood Klea with flying breath. 
Her antagonist, though flung to the ground, still 
held her wrist with his left hand while he defended 
himself against his comrades with the right, 
and she tried with all her force and cunning to 
withdraw it; for at the very height of her ex- 
citement and danger she felt as if a sudden 
gust of wind had swept her spirit clear of all 
confusion, and she was again able to contem- 
plate her position calmly and resolutely. 

If only her hand were free she might per- 
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haps be able to take advantage of the struggle 
between her foes, and to force her way out be- 
tween their ranks. 

Twice, thrice, four times, she tried to wrench 
her hand with a sudden jerk through the fingers 
that grasped it; but each time in vain. Sud- 
denly, from the man at her feet there broke a 
loud, long-drawn cry of pain which re-echoed 
from the high walls of the court, and at the 
same time she felt the fingers of her antagonist 
gradually and slowly slip from her arm like the 
straps of a sandal carefully lifted by the surgeon 
from a broken ankle. 

*Tt is all over with him ! exclaimed the 
eldest of the Cypriotes. ‘‘A man never calls 
out like that but once in his life! True enough 
— the dagger is sticking here just under the 
ninth rib 1 This is mad work ! That is your 
doing again, Lykos, you savage wolf!” 

'‘He bit deep into my finger in the 
struggle — ” 

"And you are for ever tearing each other to 
pieces for the sake of the women,” interrupted 
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the elder, not listening to the other^s excuses. 
‘‘Well, I was no better than you in my time, 
and nothing can alter it! You had better be 
off now, for if the Epistrategist learns we 
have fallen to stabbing each other again — ” 

The Cypriote had not ceased speaking, and 
his countrymen were in the very act of raising 
the body of their comrade when a division of the 
civic v^atch rushed into the court in close order 
and through the* passage near which the fight 
for the girl had arisen, thus stopping the way 
against those who were about to escape, since 
all who wished to get out of the court into the 
open street must pass through the doorway into 
which Klea had been forced by the horseman. 
Every other exit from this second court of the 
citadel led into the strictly guarded gardens and 
buildings of the palace itself. 

The noisy strife round Klea, and the cry of 
the wounded man had attracted the watch; the 
Cypriotes and the maiden soon found them- 
selves surrounded, and they were conducted 
through a narrow side passage into the court- 
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yard of the prison. After a short enquiry the 
men who had been taken were allowed to re- 
turn under an escort to their own phalanx, and 
Klea gladly followed the commander of the 
watch to a less brilliantly illuminated part of 
the prison-yard, for in him she had recognised 
at once Serapion’s brother Glaucus, and he in 
her the daughter of the man who had done 
and suffered so much for his father’s sake; be- 
sides they had often exchanged greetings 
and a few words in the temple of Se- 
rapis. 

‘‘All that is in my power,” said Glaucus— a 
man somewhat taller but not so broadly built 
as his brother — when he had read the recluse’s 
note and when Klea had answered a number of 
questions, “all that is in my power I will 
gladly do for you and your sister, for I do not 
forget all that I owe to your father; still I can- 
not but regret that you have incurred such risk, 
for it is always hazardous for a pretty young- 
girl to venture into this palace at a late hour, 
and particularly just now, for the courts are 
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swarming not only with Philometor’s fighting 
men but with those of his brother, who have 
come here for their sovereign’s birthday festival. 
The people have been liberally entertained, and 
the soldier who has been sacrificing to Dionysus 
seizes the gifts of Eros and Aphrodite whereyer 
he may find them. I will at once take charge 
of my brother’s letter to the Roman Publius 
Cornelius Scipio, but when you have received 
his answer you will do well to let yourself be 
escorted to my wife or my sister, who both live 
in the city, and to remain till to-morrow morn- 
ing with one or the other. Here you cannot 
remain a minute unmolested while I am away 
— Where now — Aye! The only safe shelter I 
can offer you is the prison down there ; the 
room where they lock up the subaltern officers 
when they have committed any offence is quite 
unoccupied, and I will conduct you thither. It 
is always kept clean, and there is a bench in it 
too.” 

Klea followed her friend who, as his hasty 
demeanour plainly showed, had been interrupted 



THE SISTERS. 


79 


in important business. In a few steps they 
reached the prison ; she begged Glaucus to bring 
her the Roman’s answer as quickly as possible, 
declared herself quite ready to remain in the 
dark — since she perceived that the light of a 
lamp might betray her, and she was not 
atraid of the dark — and suffered herself to be 
locked in. 

As she heard the iron bolt creak in its brass 
socket a shiver ran through her, and although 
the room in which she found herself was neither 
worse nor smaller than that in which she and 
her sister lived in the temple, still it oppressed 
her, and she even felt as if an indescribable 
something hindered her breathing as she said 
to herself that she was locked in and no longer 
free to come and to go. A dim light penetrated 
into her prison through the single barred win- 
dow that opened on to the court, and she could 
see a little bench of palm-branches on which 
she sat down to seek the repose she so sorely 
needed. All sense of discomfort gradually 
vanished before the new feeling of rest and 
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refreshment, and pleasant hopes and anticipa- 
tions were just beginning to mingle themselves 
with the remembrance of the horrors she 
had just experienced when suddenly there was 
a stir and a bustle just in front of the prison, 
and she could hear, outside, the clatter of har- 
ness and words of command. She rose from 
her seat and saw that about twenty horsemen, 
whose golden helmets and armour reflected the 
light of the lanterns, cleared the wide court by 
driving the men before them, as the flames 
drive the game from a fired hedge, and by forc- 
ing them into a second court from which again 
they proceeded to expel them. At least Klea 
could hear them shouting ‘In the king’s name’ 
there as they had before done close to her. 
Presently the horsemen returned and placed 
themselves, ten and ten, as guards at each of 
the passages leading into the court. It was not 
without interest that Klea looked on at this 
scene which was perfectly new to her ; and when 
one of the fine horses, dazzled by the light of the 
lanterns, turned restive and shied, leaping and 
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rearing and threatening, his richer with a fall — 
when the horseman checked and soothed it, and 
brought it to a stand -still — the Macedonian 
warrior was transfigured in her eyes to Publius, 
who no doubt could manage a horse no less 
well than this man. 

t 

No sooner was the court completely cleared 
of men by the mounted guard than a new 
incident claimed Klea’s attention. First she 
heard foot- steps in the room adjoining her 
prison, then bright streaks of light fell through 
the cracks of the slight partition which divided 
her place of retreat from the other room, then 
the two window-openings close to hers were 
closed with heavy shutters, then seats or 
benches were dragged about and various ob- 
jects were laid upon a table, and finally the 
door of the adjoining room was thrown open 
and slammed to again so violently, that the 
door which closed hers and the bench near 
which she was standing trembled and jarred. 

At the same moment a deep sonorous voice 

The Sisiers. //. 6 



THE SISTERS. 


S2 

called out with a, loud and hearty shout of 
laughter : 

“A mirror — give me a mirror, Eulaeus. By 
heaven! I do not look much like prison fare 
— more like a man in whose strong brain 
there is no lack of deep schemes, who can 
throttle his antagonist with a grip of his fist, 
and who is prompt to avail himself of all the 
spoil that comes in his way, so that he may 
compress the pleasures of a whole day into 
every hour, and enjoy them to the utmost! As 
surely as my name is Euergetes my uncle An- 
tiochus was right in liking to mix among the 
populace. The splendid puppets who surround 
us kings, and cover every portion of their own 
bodies in wrappings and swaddling bands, also 
stifle the expression of every genuine senti- 
ment; and it is enough to turn our brain to 
reflect that, if we would not be deceived, every 
word that we hear — and, oh dear! how many 
words we must needs hear — must be pondered 
in our minds. Now, the mob on the contrary 
— who think themselves beautifully dressed in 



THE SISTERS. 


83 


a threadbare cloth hanging round their brown 
loins — are far better off. If one of them says to 
another of his own class — a naked wretch who 
wears about him everything he happens to 
possess — that he is a dog, he answers with a 
bjow of his fist in the other’s face, and what 
can be plainer than that! If on the other hand 
he tells him he is a splendid fellow, he believes 
it without reservation, and has a perfec!t right 
to believe it. 

'^Did you see how that stunted little fellow 
with a snub-nose and bandy legs, who is as 
broad as he is long, showed all his teeth in a 
delighted grin when I praised his steady hand.? 
He laughs just like a hyena, and every re- 
spectable father of a family looks on the fellow 
as a god-forsaken monster; but the immortals 
must think him worth something to have 
given him such magnificent grinders in his 
ugly mouth, and to have preserved him merci- 
fully for fifty years — for that is about the ras- 
cal’s age. If that fellow’s dagger breaks he 

can kill his victim with those teeth, as a fox 

6 * 
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does a duck, or smash his bones with his 
fist." 

^‘But, my lord," replied Eulseus drily and 
with a certain matter-of-fact gravity to King 
Euergetes — for he it was who had come with 
him into the room adjoining Klea's retrea^t, 
“the dry little Egyptian with the thin straight 
hair is even more trustworthy and tougher 
and nhnbler than his companion, and, so far, 
more estimable. One flings himself on his prey 
with a rush like a block of stone hurled from 
a roof, but the other, without being seen, strikes 
his poisoned fang into his flesh like an adder 
hidden in the sand. The third, on whom I had 
set great hopes, was beheaded the day before 
yesterday without my knowledge; but the pair 
whom you have condescended to inspect with 
your own eyes are sufficient. They must use 
neither dagger nor lance, but they will easily 
achieve their end with slings and hooks and 
poisoned needles, which leave wounds that re- 
semble the sting of an adder. We may safely 
depend on these fellows." 
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Once more Euergetes laughed loudly, and 
exclaimed : 

‘'What an elaborate criticism! Exactly as 
if these blood-hounds were tragic actors of 
which one could best produce his effects by fire 
and pathos, and the other by the subtlety of 
his conception. I call that an unprejudiced 
judgment. And why should not a man be 
great even as a murderer.^ Ftbm what hang- 
man’s noose did you drag out the neck of one, 
and from what headsman s block did you rescue 
the other when you found them.^ 

“It is a lucky hour in which we first see some 
thing new to us, and, by Hcrakles! I never be- 
fore in the whole course of my life saw such 
villains as these. I do not regret having gone 
to see them and talked to them as if I were 
their equal. Now, take this torn coat off me, 
and help me to undress. Before I go to the 
feast I will take a hasty plunge in my bath, for 
I twitch in every limb, I feel as if I had got 
dirty in their company. 

“There lie my clothes and my sandals; 
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strap them on for me, and tell me as you do it 
how you lured the Roman into the toils/' 

Klea could hear every word of this frightful 
conversation, and clasped her hand over her 
brow with a shudder, for she found it difficult 
to believe in the reality of the hideous images 
that it brought before her mind. Was sh*e 
awake or was she a prey to some horrid 
dream ? 

She hardly knew, and, indeed, she scarcely 
understood half of all she heard till the Ro- 
man's name was mentioned. She felt as if the 
point of a thin, keen knife was being driven 
obliquely through her brain from right to left, 
as it now flashed through her mind that it was 
against him, against Publius, that the wild 
beasts, disguised in human form, were directed 
by Eulaeus, and face to face with this — the most 
hideous, the most incredible of horrors — she 
suddenly recovered the full use of her senses. 
She softly slipped close to that rift in the parti- 
tion through which the broadest beam of light 
fell into the room, put her ear close to it, and 
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drank in, with fearful attention, word for word 
the report made by the Eunuch to his in- 
iquitous superior, who frequently interrupted 
him with remarks, words of approval or a short 
laugh — drank them in, as a man perishing in 
the desert drinks the loathsome waters of a 
salt pool. 

And what she heard was indeed well fitted 
to deprive her of her senses, but the more de- 
finite the facts to which the words referred that 
she could overhear, the more keenly she lis- 
tened, and the more resolutely she collected her 
thoughts, Eulaeus had used her own name to 
induce the Roman to keep an assignation at 
midnight in the desert close to the Apis-tombs. 
He repeated the words that he had written to 
this effect on a tile, and which requested Publius 
to come quite alone to the spot indicated, since 
she dare not speak with him in the temple. 
Finally he was invited to write his answer on 
the other side of the square of clay. As Klea 
heard these words, put into her own mouth by 
a villain, she could have sobbed aloud heartily 
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with anguish, shame, and rage; but the point 
now was to keep her ears wide open, for Euer- 
getes asked his odious tool: 

And what was the Roman's answer ? ” 
Eulseus must have handed the tile to the 
king, for he laughed loudly again, and cried 
out : 

“So he will walk into the trap — will arrive 
by half an hour after midnight at the latest, 
and greets Klea from her sister Irene. He 
carries on lovemaking and abduction wholesale, 
and buys waterbearers by the pair, like doves 
in the market or sandals in a shoemaker's stall. 
Only see how the simpleton writes Greek; in 
these few words there are two mistakes, two 
regular schoolboys’ blunders. 

“The fellow must have had a very pleasant 
day of it, since he must have been reckoning 
on a not unsuccessful evening — but the gods 
have an ugly habit of clenching the hand with 
which they have long caressed their favourites, 
and striking him with their fist. 

“Amalthea's horn has been poured out on 
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him to-day; first he snapped up, under my very 
nose, my little Hebe, the Irene of Irenes, whom 
I hope to-morrow to inherit from him; then he 
got the gift of my best Cyrenaean horses, and at 
the same time the flattering assurance of my 
valuable friendship ; then he had audience of my 
fair sister — and it goes more to the heart of a 
republican than you would believe when crowned 
heads are graciously disposed towards ^him — 
finally the sister of his pretty sweetheart invites 
him to an assignation, and she, if you and Zoe 
speak the truth, is a beauty in the grand style. 
Now these are really too many good things for 
one inhabitant of this most stingily provided 
world ; and in one single day too, which, once 
begun, is so soon ended; and justice requires 
that we should lend a helping hand to Destiny, 
and cut off the head of this poppy that aspires 
to rise above its brethren; the thousands who 
have less good fortune than he would other- 
wise have great cause to complain of neglect.” 

“I am happy to see you in such good 
humour,” said Eulmus. 
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'‘My humour is as may be/' interrupted the 
king. believe I am only whistling a merry 
tune to keep up my spirits in the dark. If I 
were on more familiar terms with what other 
men call fear I should have ample reason to be 
afraid; for in the quail-fight we have gone in 
for I have wagered a crown — aye, and more than 
that even. To-morrow only will decide whether 
the game is lost or won, but I know already 
to-day that I would rather see my enter- 
prise against Philometor fail, with all my hopes 
of the double crown, than our plot against the 
life of the Roman; for I was a man before I 
was a king, and a man I should remain, if 
my throne, which now indeed stands on only 
two legs, were to crash under my weight. 

"My sovereign dignity is but a robe, though 
the costliest, to be sure, of all garments. If for- 
giveness were any part of my nature I might 
easily forgive the man who should soil or in- 
jure that — but he who comes too near to Euer- 
getes the man, who dares to touch this body, 
and the spirit it contains, or to cross it in its 
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desires and purposes — him I will crush unhesi- 
tatingly to the earth, I will see him torn in 
pieces. Sentence is passed on the Roman, and 
if your ruffians do their duty, and if the gods 
accept the holocaust that I had slain before 
them at sunset for the success of my project, 
in a couple of hours Publius Cornelius Scipio 
will have bled to death. 

''He is in a position to laugh at me^ — as a 
man — but I therefore — as a man — have the 
right, and — as a king — have the power, to make 
sure that that laugh shall be his last. If I 
could murder Rome as I can him how glad 
should I be! for Rome alone hinders me from 
being the greatest of all the great kings of our 
time; and yet I shall rejoice to-morrow when 
they tell me 'Publius Cornelius Scipio has been 
torn by wild beasts, and his body is so muti- 
lated that his own mother could not recognise 
it’ more than if a messenger were to bring me 
the news that Carthage had broken the power 
of Rome.” 

Euergetes had spoken the last words in a 
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voice that sounded like the roll of thunder as 
it growls in a rapidly approaching storm louder, 
deeper, and more furious each instant. When 
at last he was silent Eulaeus said; 

**The immortals, my lord, will not deny you 
this happiness. The brave fellows whom you 
condescended to see and talk to strike as cer- 
tainly as the bolt of our father Zeus, and as we 
have learned from the Roman’s horse -keeper 
where he has hidden Irene, she will no more 
elude your grasp than the crowns of Upper 
and Lower Egypt. — Now, allow me to put on 
your mantle, and then to call the body-guard 
that they may escort you as you return to your 
residence.” 

*^One thing more,” cried the king, detaining 
Eulaeus. ‘'There are always troops by the 
Tombs of Apis placed there to guard the sacred 
places ; may not they prove a hindrance to your 
friends.^” 

‘T have withdrawn all the soldiers and armed 
guards to Memphis down to the last man,” re- 
plied Eulaeus, “and within the White Wall. Early 
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to-morrow, before you proceed to business, they 
will be replaced by a stronger division, so 
that they may not prove a reinforcement to 
your brothers troops here if things come to 
fighting.” 

^ ‘^1 shall know how to reward your fore- 
sight,” said Euergetes as Eulaeus quitted the 
room. 

Again Klea heard a door open, and the 
sound of many hoofs on the pavement of the 
courtyard, and when she went, all trembling, 
up to the window, she saw Euergetes himself, 
and the powerfully knit horse that was led in for 
him. The tyrant twisted his hand in the mane 
of the restless and pawing steed, and Klea 
thought that the monstrous mass could never 
mount on to the horse's back without the aid 
of many men ; but she was mistaken, for with 
a mighty spring the giant flung himself high in 
the air and on to the horse, and then, guiding 
his panting steed by the pressure of his knees 
alone, he bounded out of the prison -yard sur- 
rounded by his splendid train. 
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For some minutes the courtyard remained 
empty, then a man hurriedly crossed it, un- 
locked the door of the room where Klea was, 
and informed her that he was a subaltern 
under Glaucus, and had brought her a message 
from him. , 

*‘My lord,’* said the veteran soldier to the 
girl, '‘bid me greet you, and says that he found 
neither- the Roman Publius Scipio, nor his 
friend the Corinthian at home. He is prevented 
from coming to you himself; he has his hands 
full of business, for soldiers in the service 
of both the kings are quartered within the 
White Wall, and all sorts of squabbles break 
out between them. Still, you cannot remain in 
this room, for it will shortly be occupied by a 
party of young officers who began the fray. 
Glaucus proposes for your choice that you 
should either allow me to conduct you to his 
wife or return to the temple to which you are 
attached. In the latter case a chariot shall 
convey you as far as the second tavern in 
Khakem on the borders of the desert — for the 
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city is full of drunken soldiery. There you 
may probably find an escort if you explain to 
the host who you are. But the chariot must be 
back again in less than an hour, for it is 
one of the king’s, and when the banquet is over 
there may be a scarcity of chariots.” 

*'Yes — I will go back to the place I came 
from,” said Klea eagerly, interrupting the mes- 
senger. '*Take me at once to the chariot.” 

“Follow me, then,” said the old man. 

“But I have no veil,” observed Klea, “and 
have only this thin robe on. Rough soldiers 
snatched my wrapper from my face, and my 
cloak from off my shoulders.” 

“I will bring you the captain’s cloak which 
Is lying here in the orderly’s room, and his 
travelling-hat too; that will hide your face with 
its broad flap. You are so tall that you might 
be taken for a man, and that is well, for a 
woman leaving the palace at this hour would 
hardly pass unmolested. A slave shall fetch 
the things from your temple to-morrow. I may 
inforni you that my master ordered me to take 
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as much care of you as if you were his own 
daughter. And he told me too — and I had 
nearly forgotten it — to tell you that your sister 
was carried off by the Roman, and not by that 
other dangerous man, you would know whom 
he meant. Now wait, pray, till I return; I shall 
not be long gone.” 

In a few minutes the guard returned with a 
large cloak in which he wrapped Klea, and a 
broad-brimmed travelling-hat which she pressed 
down on her head, and he then conducted her 
to that quarter of the palace where the king’s 
stables were. She kept close to the officer, and 
was soon mounted on a chariot, and then con- 
ducted by the driver — who took her for a 
young Macedonian noble, who was tempted 
out at night by some assignation — as far 
as the second tavern on the road back to the 
Serapeum. 
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CHAPTER V. 

^While Klea had been listening to the con- 
versation between Euergetes and Eulaeus, Cleo- 
patra had been sitting in her tent, and allow- 
ing herself to be dressed with no less care than 
on the preceding evening, but in other gar- 
ments. 

It would seem that all had not gone so 
smoothly as she wished during the day, for 
her two tiring women had red eyes. Her lady- 
in-waiting, Zoe, was reading to her, not this 
time from a Greek philosopher but from a 
Greek translation of the Hebrew Psalms ; a dis- 
cussion as to their poetic merit having arisen a 
few days previously at the supper-table. Onias, 
the Israelite general, had asserted that these 
odes might be compared with those of Ale- 
man or of Pindar, and had quoted certain pas- 
sages that had pleased the queen. To-day she 

^ The Sisters, II. 7 
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was not disposed for thought, but wanted some- 
thing strange and out of the common to dis- 
tract her mind, so she desired Zoe to, open the 
book of the Hebrews, of which the translation 
was considered by the Hellenic Jews in Alexan- 
dria as an admirable work — nay, even as in- 
spired by God himself ; it had long been known 
to her through her Israelite friends and guests. 

Cleopatra had been listening for about a 
quarter of an hour to Zoe's reading when the 
blast of a trumpet rang out on the steps which 
led up to her tent, announcing a visitor of the 
male sex. The queen glanced angrily rounds 
signed to her lady to stop reading, and ex* 
claimed ; 

‘T will not see my husband now! Go, Thais, 
and tell the Eunuchs on the steps, that I beg 
Philometor not to disturb me just now. Go 
on, Zoe.” 

Ten more Psalms had been read, and a few 
verses repeated twice or thrice by Cleopatra's 
desire, when the pretty Athenian returned with 
flaming cheeks, and said in an excited tone; 
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is not your husband, the king, but your 
brother Euergetes, who asks to speak with 
you/' 

'‘He might have chosen some other hour," 
replied Cleopatra, looking round at her maid. 
Th^iis cast down her eyes, and twitched the 
edge of her robe between her fingers as she 
addressed her mistress; but the queen, whom 
nothing could escape that she chose to see, and 
who was not to-day in the humour for laugh- 
ing or for letting any indiscretion escape un^ 
reproved, went on at once in an incensed and 
cutting tone, raising her voice to a sharp 
pitch: 

“ I do not choose that my messengers should 
allow themselves to be detained, be it by whom 
it may — do you hear! Leave me this instant 
and go to your room, and stay there till I 
want you to undress me this evening. Andro- 
meda — do you hear, old worn an — you can 
bring my brother to me, and he will let yoti 
return quicker than Thais, I fancy. You need 
not leer at yourself in the glass, you cannot do 
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anything to alter your wrinkles. My head- 
dress is ready done. Give me that linen wrap- 
per, Olympias, and then he may come! Why, 
there he is already! First you ask permission, 
brother, and then disdain to wait till it is 
given you.” ^ 

‘‘Longing and waiting,” replied Euergetes, 
“are but an ill-assorted couple. I wasted this 
evening with common soldiers and fawning 
flatterers; then, in order to see a few noble 
countenances, I went into the prison, after that I 
hastily took a bath, for the residence of your con- 
victs spoils one's complexion more, and in a less 
pleasant manner, than this little shrine, where 
everything looks and smells like Aphrodite's 
tiring-room ; and now I have a longing to 
hear a few good words before supper- time 
comes.” 

“From my lips.?” asked Cleopatra. 

“There are none that can speak better, 
whether by the Nile or the Ilissus.” 

“What do you want of me?” 

“I- of you?” 
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"Certainly, for you do not speak so prettily 
unless you want something.” 

"But I have already told you! I want to 
hear you say something wise, something witty, 
something soul-stirring.” 

"We cannot call up wit as we would a maid- 
servant. It comes unbidden, and the more ur- 
gently we press it to appear the more certainly 
it remains away.” 

"That may be true of others, but not of you 
who, even while you declare that you have no 
store of Attic salt, are seasoning your speech 
with it All yield obedience to grace and 
beauty, even wit and the sharp-tongued *Momus 
who mocks even at the gods.” 

"You are mistaken, for not even my own 
waiting -maids return in proper time when I 
commission them with a message to you” 

"And may we not to be allowed to sacri- 
fice to the Charites on the way to the temple 
of Aphrodite.?” 

"If I were indeed the goddess, those wor- 
shippeis who regarded my hand -maidens as 



102 


THE SISTERS. 


my equals would find small acceptance with 
me/’ 

'‘Your reproof is perfectly just^ for you are 
justified in requiring that all who know you should 
worship but one goddess, as the Jews do but one 
god. But I entreat you do not again compare 
yourself to the brainless Cyprian dame. You 
may be allowed to do so, so far as your grace 
is concerned; but who ever saw an Aphrodite 
philosophising and reading serious books ? I have 
disturbed you in grave studies no doubt; what 
is the book you are rolling up, fair Zoe?” 

“The sacred book of the Jews, Sire,” replied 
Zoe; “one that I know you do not love.” 

“And you — who read Horner^ Pindar, So- 
phocles, and Plato — do you like it.'*” asked 
Euergetes. 

“I find passages in it which show a pro- 
found knowledge of life, and others of which 
no one can dispute the high poetic flight,” re- 
plied Cleopatra. “Much of it has no doubt a 
thoroughly barbarian twang, and it is par- 
ticularly in the Psalms — which we have now 
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Iseen reading, and which might be ranked with 
the finest hymns — that I miss the number and 
rhythm of the syllables, the observance of a 
fixed metre — in short, severity of form. David, 
the royal poet, was no less possessed by the 
divinity when he sang to his lyre than other 
poets have been, but he does not seem to have 
known that delight felt by our poets in over- 
coming the difficulties they have raised for 
themselves. The poet should slavishly obey the 
laws he lays down for himself of his own free- 
will, and subordinate to them every word, aifd 
yet his matter and his song should seem to 
float on a free and soaring wing. Now, even 
the original Hebrew text of the Psalms has 
no metrical laws.” 

'T could well dispense with them,” replied 
Euergetes ; “ Plato too disdained to measure 
syllables, and I know passages in his works 
which are nevertheless full of the highest poetic 
beauty. Besides, it has been pointed out to me 
that even the Hebrew poems, like the Egyptian, 
follow certain rules, which however I might 
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certainly call rhetorical rather than poetical. 
The first member in a series of ideas stands in 
antithesis to the next, which eithjsr re-states 
the former one in a new form or sets it in a 
clearer light by suggesting some contrast Thus 
they avail themselves of the art of the orator 
— or indeed of the painter — who. brings a light 
colour into juxtaposition with a dark one, in 
order to increase its luminous effect This 
method and style are indeed not amiss, and 
that was the least of all the things that filled 
me with aversion for this book, in which besides, 
there is many a proverb which may be pleasing 
to kings who desire to have submissive sub- 
jects, and to fathers who would bring up their 
sons in obedience to themselves and to the 
laws. Even mothers must be greatly comforted 
by them, who ask no more than that their 
children may get through the world without 
being jostled or pushed, and unmolested if 
possible, that they may live longer than oaks or 
ravens, and be blest with the greatest possible 
number of descendants. Aye! these ordinances 
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are indeed precious to those who accept them^ 
for they save , them the trouble of thinking for 
themselves.* Besides, the great god of the Jews 
is said to have dictated all that this book con- 
tains to its writers, just as I dictate to Phi- 
lij^us, my hump-backed secretary, all that I 
want said. They regard everyone as a blas- 
phemer and desecrator who thinks that any- 
thing written in that roll is erroneous, or even 
merely human. Plato's doctrines are not amiss, 
and yet Aristotle has criticised them severely 
and attempted to confute them. I myself in- 
cline to the views of the Stagyrite, you to those 
of the noble Athenian, and how many good 
and instructive hours we owe to our discussions 
over this difference of opinion ! And how amus- 
ing it is to listen when the Platonists on the one 
hand and the Aristotelians on the other, among 
the busy threshers of straw in the Museum at 
Alexandria, fall together by the ears so vehe- 
mently that they would both enjoy flinging 
their metal cups at each others’ heads — if the 
loss of the wine, which I pay for, were not top 
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serious to bear. We still seek for truth; the 
Jews believe they possess it entirely. 

"Even those among them who^most zeal- 
ously study our philosophers believe this; and 
yet the writers of this book know of nothing 
but actual present, and their god — who will no 
more endure another god as his equal than a 
citizen’s wife will admit a second woman to her 
husbapd’s house — is said to have created the 
world Out of nothing for no other purpose but 
to be worshipped and feared by its inhabi- 
tants. 

"Now, given a philosophical Jew who knows 
his Empedocles — and I grant there are many 
such in Alexandria, extremely keen and cul- 
tivated men — what idea can he form in his own 
mind of 'Creation out of nothing?’ Must he not 
pause to think very seriously when he remembers 
the fundamental axiom that 'out of nothing, 
nothing can come,’ and that nothing which has 
once existed can ever be completely annihi- 
lated ? At any rate the necessary deduction 
must be that the life of man ends in that no- 



THE SISTERS. 


10 / 

thingness whence everything in ejcistence has 
proceeded. To live and to die according to 
this book in ftbt highly profitable. I can easily 
reconcile myself to the idea of annihilation, as 
a man who knows how to value a dreamless 
sleep after a day brimful of enjoyment — as a 
man who if he must cease to be Euergetes 
would rather spring into the open jaws of no* 
thingness — but as a philosopher, no, never!’' 

''You, it is true,” replied the Queen, ‘'cannot 
help measuring all and everything by the in- 
tellectual standard exclusively; for the gods, 
who endowed you with gifts beyond a thousand 
others, struck witn blindness or deafness that 
organ which conveys to our minds any religious 
or moral sentiment. If that could see or hear, 
you could no more exclude the conviction that 
these writings are full of the deepest purport 
than I can, nor doubt that they have a powerful 
hold on the mind of the reader. 

‘'They fetter their adherents to a fixed law, but 
they take all bitterness out of sorrow by teach- 
ing that a stern father sends us suffering which 
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is represented as being sometimes a means of 
education, and sometimes a punishment for 
transgressing a hard and clearly^ di^fined law* 
Their god, in his infallible but stem wisdom, 
sets those who cling to him on an evil and 
stony path to prove their strength, and to let 

if 

them at last reach the glorious goal which 
is revealed to them from the beginning.” 

'‘How strange such words as these sound 
in the mouth of a Greek,” interrupted Euer- 
getes. “You certainly must be repeating them 
after the son of the Jewish High Priest, who 
defends the cause of his cruel god with so much 
warmth and skill.” 

“I should have thought,” retorted Cleopatra, 
“that this overwhelming figure of a god would 
have pleased you, of all men; for I know of no 
weakness in you. Quite lately Dositheos, the 
Jewish Centurion — a very learned man — tried 
to describe to my husband the one great god 
to whom his nation adheres with such obstinate 
fidelity, but I could not help thinking of our 
beautiful and happy gods as a gay company of 
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amorous lords and pleasure -laving ladies, and 
comparing them with this stern and powerful 
being who, If only he chose to do it, might 
swallow them all up, as Chronos swallowed his 
own children.’* 

^ ‘'That,” exclaimed Euergetes, "is exactly 
what most provokes me in this superstition. It 
crushes our light-hearted pleasure in life, and 
whenever I have been reading the book ^ of the 
Hebrews everything has come into my mind 
that I least like to think of. It is like an im- 
portunate creditor that reminds us of our for- 
gotten debts, and I love pleasure and hate an 
importunate reminder. And you, pretty one, life 
blooms for you — ” 

"But I,” interrupted Cleopatra, "can admire 
all that is great; and does it not seem a bold 
and grand thing even to you, that the mighty 
Idea that it is one single power that moves and 
fills the world, should be freely and openly de- 
clared in the sacred writings of the Jews — an 
idea which the Egyptians carefully wrap up 
and conceal, which the priests of the Nile only 
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venture to divulge to the most privileged of 
those who are initiated into their mysteries, and 
which — though the Greek Philosophers indeed 
have fearlessly uttered it— has never been intro- 
duced by any Hellene into the religion of the 
people? If you were not so averse to the He- 
brew nation, and if you, like my husband and 
myself, had diligently occupied yourself with 
their concerns and their belief you Would be 
juster to them and to their scriptures,' and to 
the great creating and preserving spirit, their 
god-" 

“You are confounding this jealous and most 
unamiable and ill-tempered tyrant of the universe 
with the Absolute of Aristotle I " cried Euer- 
getes ; “he stigmatises most of what you and 
I and all rational Greeks require for the enjoyr- 
ment of life as sin — sin upon sin. And yet if 
my easily persuadable brother governed at 
Alexandria, I believe the shrewd priests might 
succeed in stamping him as a worshipper of 
that magnified schoolmaster, who punishes his 
untutored brood with fire and torment.” 
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cannot deny/* replied Cleopatra. ‘‘That 
even to me the doctrine of the Jews has somer 
thing very fearful in it, and that to adopt It 
seems to me tantamount to confiscating all 
the pleasures of life. — But enough of such 
things, which I should no more relish as a daily 
food than you do. Let us rejoice in that we 
are Hellenes, and let us now go to the banquet. 
I fear you have found a very unsatisfactory 
substitute for what you sought in coming up 
here.*’ 

“No — no. I feel strangely excited to-day^ 
and my work with Aristarchus would have led 
to no issue. It is a pity that we should have 
begun to talk of that barbarian rubbish; there 
are so many other subjects more pleasing and 
more cheering to the mind. Do you re- 
member how we used to read the great trage- 
dians and Plato together.^” 

“And how you would often interrupt our 
tutor Agatharchides in his lectures on geo- 
graphy, to point out some mistake! Did you 
prosecute those studies in Cyrene.^” 
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course. It really is a pity, Cleopatra, 
that we should no longer live together as^ we 
did formerly. There is no one, not even Aris- 
tarchus, with whom I find it more pleasant 4nd 
profitable to converse and discuss than with 

you. If only you had lived at Athens in the 

« 

time of Pericles, who knows if you might not 
have been his friend instead of the immortal 
Aspasia, This Memphis is certainly not the 
right place for you; for a few months in the 
year you ought to come to Alexandria, which 
has now risen to be superior to Athens.’' 

“I do not know you to-day!” exclaimed 
Cleopatra, gazing at her brother in astonish- 
ment. 'T have never heard you speak so kindly 
and brotherly since the death of my mother. 
You must have some great request to make 
of us.” 

'‘You see how thankless a thing it is for me 
to let my heart speak for once, like other people. 
I am like the boy in the fable when the wolf 
came! I have so often behaved in an un- 
brotherly fashion that when I show the aspect 



-THE SISTERS. 


*113 


of a brother!" you think I have put on a mksk. 
If Phad had anythiig special to ask of you I 
should ’have waited till to-morrow, for in this 
part of the country even a blind beggar does 
not like to refuse his lame comrade anything 
on his birthday.'" 

'‘If only we knew what you wish for! Philo- 
metor and I would do it more than gladly, al- 
though you always want something monstrous. 
Our performance to-morrow will at any rate — 
but — Zoe, pray be good enough to retire with 
the maids; I have a few words to say to my 
brother alone." 

As soon as the Queen s ladies had with- 
drawn, .she went on : 

“It is a real grief to me, but the best part 
•of the festival in honour of your birthday will 
not be particularly .successful, for the priests of 
Serapis spitefully refuse us the Hebe about 
whom Lysias has made us so curious. Askle- 
piodorus, it would seem, keeps her in conceal- 
ment, and carries his audacity so far as to tell 

us that someone has carried her off from the 
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temple. He insinuates that we have stolen her, 
and demands her restitution in the name of all 
his associates.** 

“You are doing the man an injustice; our 
dove has followed the lure of a dove-catcher 
who will not allow me to have her, and who is 
now billing and cooing with her in his dwn 
nest. I am cheated, but I can scarcely be angry 
with the Roman, for his claim was of older 
standing than mine.** 

“Tlie Ronian.^” asked Cleopatra, rising from 
her seat and turning pale. “But that is im- 
possible, You are making common cause with 
Eulaeus, and want to set me again.st Publius 
Scipio. At the banquet last night you showed 
plainly enough your ill-feeling against him.’* 

“You seem to feel more warmly towards 
him. But before I prove to you that I am 
neither lying nor joking, may I enquire what 
has this man, this many-named Publius Cor- 
nelius Scipio Nasica, to recommend him above 
any handsome well-grown Macedonian, who is 
resolute in my cause, in the whole corps of your 
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body-guard, excepting his patrician pride? He 
is as bitter and ungenial as a sour apple, and 
all the very best that you — a subtle thinker, a 
brilliant and cultivated philosopher — can find 
to say is no more appreciated by his meanly 
cultivated intellect than the odes of Sappho by 
a Nubian boatman.” 

‘Ht is exactly for that,” cried the queen, 
‘‘that I value him; he is different from, all of 
us; we who — how shall I express myself — who 
always think at second hand, and always set 
our foot in the rut trodden by the master of 
the school we adhere to; who sqecze our minds 
into the moulds that others have carved out, 
and when we speak hesitate to step beyond 
the outlines of those figures of rhetoric which 
we learned at school! You have burst these 
bonds, but even your mighty spirit still shows 
traces of them. Publius Scipio, on the contrary, 
thinks and sees and speaks with perfect inde- 
pendence, and his upright sense guides him to 
the truth witliout any trouble or special train- 
ing. His society revives me like the fresh 
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air that I breathe when I come out into the 
open air from the temple filled with the smoke 
of incense — like the milk and bread which a 
peasant offered us during our late excursion to 
the coast, after we had been living for a year 
on nothing but dainties.” 

“He has all the admirable characteristics of 
a child!” interrupted Euergetes. “And if that 
is alb that appears estimable to you in the 
Roman your son may soon replace the great 
Cornelius.” 

“Not soon! no, not till he shall have grown 
older than you are, and a man, a thorough man, 
from the crown of his head to the sole of his 
foot, for such a man is Publius! I believe — 
nay, I am sure — that he is incapable of any 
mean action, that he could not be false in word 
or even in look, nor feign a sentiment he did 
not feel.” 

“Why so vehement, sister So much zeal 
is quite unnecessary on this occasion! You 
know well enough that I have my easy days, 
and that this excitement is not good for 
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3^ou; nor has the Roman deserved that you 
should be quite beside yourself for his sake* 
The fellow dared in my presence to look at 
you as Paris might at Helen before he carried 
her off, . and to drink out of your cup ; and this 

morning he no doubt did not contradict what 

% 

he conveyed to you last night with his eyes — 
nay, perhaps by his words. And yet, scarcely 
an hour before, he had been to the Necropolis 
to bear his sweetheart away from the temple of 
the gloomy Serapis into that of the smiling Eros.’' 

“You shall prove this!” cried the queen in 
great excitement. “Publius is my friend — ” 
“And I am yours!” 

“You have often proved the reverse, and 
now again with lies and cheating — ” 

“You seem,” interrupted Euergetes, “to have 
learned from your unphilosophical favourite to- 
express your indignation with extraordinary 
frankness ; to-day however I am, as I have said,, 
as gentle as a kitten — ” 

“Euergetes and gentleness!” cried Cleo- 
patra with a forced laugh. “No, you only step 
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softly like a cat when she is watching a bird, 
and your gentleness covers some ruthless 
scheme, which we shall find out soon enough 
to our cost. You have been talking with Eu- 
laeus to-day; Eulaeus, who fears and hates 
Publius, and it seems to me that you have 
hatched some conspiracy against him; but if 
you dare to cast a single stone in his path, to 
touch a single hair of his head, I will show 
you that even a weak woman can be terrible. 
Nemesis and the Erinnyes from Alecto to Me- 
gaera, the most terrible of all' the gods, are 
women 1 ” 

Cleopatra had hissed rather than spoken 
these words, with her teeth set with rage, and 
had raised her small fist to threaten her brother; 
but Eucrgetes preserved a perfect composure 
till she had ceased speaking. Then he took a 
step closer to her, crossed his arms over his 
breast, and asked her in the deepest bass of his 
fine deep voice: 

^'Are you idiotically in love with this Publius 
Cornelius Scipio Nasica, or do you purpose to 
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make use of him and his kith and kin in Rome 
against me?” 

Transported with rage, and without blench- 
ing in the least at her brother’s piiTcing gaze, 
she hastily retorted: 

“JJp to this moment only the first perhaps 
— for what is my husband to me? But if you 
go on as you have begun I shall begin to con- 
sider how I may make use of his influence 
and of his liking for me, on the shores of the 
Tiber.” 

“Liking!” cried Euergetes, and he laughed 
so loud and violently that Zoe, who was listen- 
ing at the tent-door, gave a little scream, and 
Cleopatra drew back a step. “And to think 
that you — the most prudent of the prudent — 
who can hear the dew fall and the grass grow, 
and smell here in Memphis the smoke of every 
fire that is lighted in Alexandria or in Syria or 
even in Rome — that you, my mother’s daughter, 
should be caught over head and ears by a broad- 
shouldered lout, for all the world like a clumsy 
town-girl or a wench at a loom. This ignorant 
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Adonis, who knows so well how to make use 
of his own strange and resolute personality, and 
of the power that stands in his background, 
thinks no more of the hearts he sets in flames 
than I of the earthen jar out of which water 
is tjrawn when I am thirsty. You think to i;nake 
use of him by the Tiber; but he has anticipated 
you, and learns from you all that is going on 
by the Nile and everything they most want to 
know in the Senate. 

'*You do not believe me, for no one ever is 
ready to believe anything that can diminish his 
self-esteem — and why should you believe me.'^ 
I frankly confess that I do not hesitate to lie 
when I hope to gain more by untruth than by 
that much-belauded and divine truth, which, ac- 
cording to your favourite Plato, is allied to all 
earthly beauty ; but it is often just as useless as 
beauty itself, for the useful and the beautiful 
exclude each other in a thousand cases, for ten 
when they coincide. There, the gong is sound- 
ing for the third time. If you care for plain 
proof that the Roman, only an hour before he 
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visited you this morning, had our little Hebe 
carried olT from the temple, and conveyed to 
the house of Apollodorus, the sculptor, at 
Memphis, you have only to come to see me in 
my rooms early to-morrow after the first morn- 
ing sacrifice. You will at any rate wish to, come 
and congratulate me; bring your children with 
you, as I propose making them presents. You 
might even question the Roman himself at the 
banquet to-day, but he will hardly appear, for 
the sweetest gifts of Eros are bestowed at night, 
a*nd as the temple of Serapis is closed at sun- 
set Publius has never yet seen his Irene in the 
evenjng. May I expect you and the children 
after morning sacrifice.?” 

' Before Cleopatra had time to answer this 
question another trumpet-blast was heard, and 
she exclaimed : 

‘‘That is Philometor, come to fetch us to 
the banquet. I will ere long give the Roman 
the opportunity of defending himself, though — 
in spite of your accusations — I trust him en- 
tirely. This morning I asked him solemnly 



122 


THE SISTERS. 


whether it was true that he was in love with 
his friend’s charming Hebe, and he denied it in 
his firm and manly way, and his replies were ad- 
mirable and worthy of the noblest mind, when 
I ventured to doubt his sincerity. He takes 
truth more seriously than you do. He regards 
it not only as beautiful and right to be truth- 
ful, he says, but as prudent too; for lies can 
only procure us a small short-lived advantage, 
as transitory as the mists of night which vanish 
as soon as the sun appears, while truth is like 
the sun -light itself, which as often as it is 
dimmed by clouds reappears again and again. 
And, he says, what makes a liar so particularly 
contemptible in his eyes is, that to attain his 
end, he must be constantly declaring and re- 
peating the horror he has of those who are and 
do the very same thing as he himself. The 
ruler of a state cannot always be truthful, and 
I often have failed in truth; but my intercourse 
with Publius has aroused much that is good in 
me, and which had been slumbering with closed 
eyes; and if this man should prove to be the 
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same as all the rest of you, then I will follow 
youi road, Euergetes, and laugh at virtue and 
truth, and set the busts of Aristippus and 
Strato on the* pedestals where th«)se of Zeno 
and Antisthenes now stand." 

“ You mean to have the busts of the Philo- 

% 

sophers moved again?" asked King Philometor, 
who, as he entered the tent, had heard the 
Queen’s last words. '‘And Aristippus is to have 
the place of honour? I have no objection — 
though he teaches that man must subjugate 
matter and not become subject to it* This 
indeed is easier to say than to do, and there is 
no man to whom it is more impossible than to 
a king who has to keep on good terms with 
Greeks and Egyptians, as we have, and with 
Rome as well. And besides all this to avoid 
quarrelling with a jealous brother, who shares 
our kingdom! If men could only know how 
much they would have to do as kings only in 
reading and writing, they would take care never 
to struggle for a crown! Up to this last half 

^ “Mihi res, non me rebus subjungere. ” 
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hour I have been examining and deciding 
applications and petitions. Have you got through 
yours, Euergetes.^ Even more had accumulated 
for you than for us.” 

“All were settled in an hour/’ replied the 
other promptly. “My eye is quicker than the 
mouth of your reader, and my decisions com- 
monly consist of three words while you dictate 
long treatises to your scribes. So I had done 
when you had scarcely begun, and yet I could 
tell you at once, if it were not too tedious a 
matter, every single case that has come be- 
fore me for months, and explain it in all its 
details.” * 

“That I could not indeed,” said Philometor 
modestly, “but I know and admire your swift 
intelligence and accurate memory.” 

“You see I am more fit for a king than you 
are;” laughed Euergetes. “You are too gentle 
and debonnair for a throne! Hand over your 
government to me. I will fill your treasury 
every year with gold. I beg you now, come to 
Alexandria with Cleopatra for good, and share 
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with me the palace and the gardens in the 
Bruchion. I will nominate your little Philopator 
heir to the throne, for I have no wish to con- 
tract a permanent tie with any woman, as Cleo- 
patra belongs to you. This is a bold proposal, 
but reflect, Philometor, if you were to accept 
it, how much time it would give you for your 
music, your disputations with the Jews, and all 
your other favourite occupations.” 

“You never know how far you may go with 
your jests!” interrupted Cleopatra. ^'Besides, 
you devote quite as much time to your studies 
in philology and natural history as he does to 
music and improving conversations with his 
learned friends.” 

'‘Just so,” assented Philometor, “and you 
may be counted among the sages of the mu- 
seum with far more reason than I.” 

“But the difference between us,” replied 
Euergetes, “is that I despise all the philo- 
sophical prattlers and rubbish -collectors in 
Alexandria almost to the point of hating them, 
while for science I have as great a passion as 
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for a lover. You, on the contrary, make much 
of the learned men, but trouble yourself precious 
little about science.” 

“Drop the subject, pray,” begged Cleopatra. 
“I believe that you two have never yet been 
together for half an hour without Euergetes 
having begun some dispute, and Philometor 
having at last given in, to pacify him. Our 
guests must have been waiting for us a 
long time. Had Publius Scipio made his ap- 
pearance?” 

^ “He had sent to excuse himself,” replied 
the king as he scratched the poll of Cleopatra’s 
parrot, parting its feathers with the tips of his 
fingers. “Lysias, the Corinthian, is sitting below, 
and he says he does not know where his friend 
can be gone.” 

“But we know very well,” said Euergetes, 
casting an ironical glance at the Queen. “It is 
pleasant to be with Philometor and Cleo- 
patra, but better still with Eros and Hebe. 
Sister , you look pale — shall I call for 
Zoe?” 
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Cleopatra shook her head in negation, but 
she dropped into a seat, and sat doping, with 
her head bowed over her knees as if she were 
dreadfully tired. Euergetes turned his back on 
her, and spoke to his brother of indifferent sqb- 
jects, while she drew lines, some straight and 
soiHe crooked, with her fan stick through the 
pile of the soft rug on the floor, and sat gazing 
thoughtfully at her feet. As she sat thus her 
eye was caught by her sandals, richly set with 
precious stones, and the slender toes she had 
so often contemplated with pleasure; but now^ 
the sight of them seemed to vex her, for in 
obedience to a swift impulse she loosened the 
straps, pushed off her right sandal with her left 
foot, kicked it from her, and said, turning to her 
husband : 

“It is late and I do not feel well, and you 
may sup without me.’* 

“By the healing Isis!** exclaimed Philometor, 
going up to her. “You look suffering. Shall I 
send for the physicians.^ Is it really nothing 
more than your usual headache ? The gods be 
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thanked! But’ that ypu should^ be unwell just 
to-day! I bid so to say to you;. and the^ 
chief thing .of all was that we are still a 
long wap from completeness in our prepara- 
tions for our performance. If this luckless Hebe 
were not — 

*^She is in good hands,” interrupted EGer- 
getes. ^‘The Roman, Publius Scipio, has taken 
her to a place of safety; perhaps in order 
present her to me to-morrow morning in return 
for the horses from Cyrene which I sentiiim to- 
4ay. How brightly your eyes sparkle, sister — with 
joy no doubt at this good idea. This evening, L 
daresay, he is rehearsing the little one in her part 
that she may perform it well to-morrow. If we 
are mistaken — if Publius is ungrateful and pro- 
poses keeping the dove, then Thais, your pretty 
Athenian waiting woman, may play the part of 
Hebe. What do you think of that suggestion, 
Cleopatra 

“That I forbid such jesting with me!” cried 
the Queen vehemently. “No one has any con- 
sideration for me — no one pities me, and I suffer 
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fearfully! Eutrgetes scorn^s me — you, Philo- 
metor, would be glad to drag i3|e down! If 
only the banquet is. not interfered with, and so 
long as nothing spoils your pleasure l-^Whether 
Ldi .“'Or no, no one cares!” 

With these words the Queen burgt into 
te^s, and roughly pushed away her husband as 
he endeavoured to soothe her. At last she 
dried her eyes, and said: ''Go down — the guests 
arenvaiting.” 

“Immediately, my love,” replied Philometor. 
“But one thing I must tell you, for I know that 
it will arouse your sympathy. The Roman 
read to you the petition for pardon for Philotas, 
the chief of the Chrematistes and 'relative of the , 
king,’ which contains such serious charges against 
Eulseus. I was ready with all my heart to 
grant your wish and to pardon the man who 
is the father of these miserable water-bearers; 
but, before having the decree drawn up, I had 
the lists of the exiles to the gold-mines care- 
fully looked through, and there it was dis- 
covered that Philotas and his wife have both 
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beeh dead tpore. tfian half a year. Death has 
settled this question, and I cannot grant to 
Publius the first service he has asked of me — 
asked with great urgency too. I am sorry for 
this, both for his sake and for that of poor Phi- 
lotas, who was held in high esteem by our 
mother.*' 

“May the ravens devour them ! ’V an- 
swered Cleopatra, pressing her forehead against 
the ivory frame which surrounded the stuffed 
of her seat “Once more I beg of you 
excuse me from all farther speech.*’ This time 
the two kings obeyed her wishes. When Pluer- 
getes offered her his hand she said with down- 
cast eyes, and poking her fan -stick into the 
wool of the carpet: 

“I will visit you early to-morrow.” * 

“After the first sacrifice,” added Eucrgetes. 
“If I know you well, something that you will 
then hear will please you greatly; very greatly 
indeed, I should think. Bring the childf^n 
with you ; that I ask of you as a birth -day 
request.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The royal chariot in which Klea was stand- 
ing,* wrapped in the cloak and wearing the hat 
of tht captain of the civic guard, went swiftly 
and without stopping through the streets of 
Memphis. As long as she saw houses with 
lighted windows on each side of the way, ''kncf 
met riotous soldiers and quiet citizens going 
liome from the taverns, or from working late in 
their workshops, with lanterns in their hands or 
carried by their slaves — so long her predomi- 
]unt feeling was one of hatred to Publius ; and 
mixed with this was a sentiment altogether 
new to her — a sentiment that made her blood 
boil, and her heart now stand still and then 
again beat wildly — the thought that he might 
be' a wretched deceiver. PI ad he not at- 
tempted to entrap one of them — whether her 
sister or herself it was all the same — wickedly 



132 


THE SISTERS. 


to betray her, and to get her into his 
power ! 

''With me,** thought' she, "he could not hope 
to gain his evil ends, and when he saw that I 
knew how to protect myself he lured the poor 
unresisting child away with him, in order to ruin 
her and to drag her into shame and fhi^ery. 
Just like Rome herself, who seizes on one 
country after another to make them her own, 
so is this ruthless man. No sooner had that 
'villain Eulaeus* letter reached him, than he 
thought himself justified in believing that I too 
was spell-bound by a glance from his eyes, and 
would spread my wings to fly into his arms; 
and so he put out his greedy hand to catch me 
too, and threw aside the splendour and delights 
of a royal banquet to hurry by night out into 
the desert, and to risk a hideous death — for the 
avenging deities still punish the evil doer.** 

By this time she was shrouded in total dark- 
nfess, for the moon was still hidden by black 
clouds. Memphis was already behind her, and 
the chariot was passing through a tall-stemmed 
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palm-grove, where even at midday deep shades 
intermingled with the sunlight When, just at 
this spot, the thought once more pierced her 
soul that the seducer was devoted to death, she 
felt as though suddenly a bright glaring light 
had gashed up in her and round her, and she 
could have broken out into a shout of joy like 
one who, seeking retribution for blood, places 
his foot at last on the breast of his fallep fo/^. 
She clenched her teeth tightly and grasped her 
girdle, in which she had stuck the knife given 
her by the smith. 

If the charioteer by her side had been 
Publius, she would have stabbed him to the 
heart with the weapon with delight, and the^ 
have thrown herself under the horses’ hoofs and*^ 
the brazen wheels of the chariot. 

But no! Still more gladly would she have 
found him dying in the desert, and before his 
heart had ceased to beat have shouted in his 
ear how much she hated him; and then, when 
his breast no longer heaved a breath — then she 
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would have flung herself upon him, and have 
kissed his dimmed eyes. ^ 

Her wildest thoughts of vengeance were as 
inseparable from tender pity and the warmest 
longings of a heart overflowing with love, as 
the dark waters of a river are from the brighter 
flood of a stream with which it has recently 
mingled. - All the passionate impulses which 
had hitherto been slumbering in her soul were set 
free, and now raised their clamorous voices as 
she was whirled across the desert through the 
gloom of night. The wishes roused in her breast 
by her hatred appealing to her on one side and 
her love singing in her ear, in tempting flute- 
toties, on the other, jostled and hustled one 
linother, each displacing the other as they 
crowded her mind in wild confusion. As she 
proceeded on her journey she felt that she could 
have thrown herself like a tigress on her victim, 
and yet — like an outcast woman — have flung 
herself at Publius* knees in supplication for the 
love that was denied her. She had lost all idea 
of time and distance, and started as from a 
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wild and bewildering dream when the chariot 
suddenly halted, an3 the driver said in his 
rough tones: 

''Here we are, I must turn back again.” 

She shuddered, drew the cloak more closely 
round her, sprang out on to the road, and stood 
there motionless till the charioteer said: 

"I have not spared my horses, my noble 
gentleman. Won’t you give me something to 
get a drop of wine.^” 

Klea’s whole possessions were two silver 
drachmae, of which she herself owned one and 
the other belonged to Irene. On the last an- 
niversary but one of his mother’s death, the 
king had given at the temple a sum to be 
divided among all the attendants, male an«J 
tern ale, who served Serapis, and a piece of 
silver had fallen to the share of herself and her 
sister. Klea had them both about her in a 
little bag, which also contained a ring that her 
mother had given her at parting, and the amulet 
belonging to Serapion. The girl took out the 
two silver coins and gave them to the driver. 
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who, after testing the liberal gift with his 
fingers, cried out as he turned his horses: 

“A pleasant night to you, and may Aphro- 
dite and all the Loves be favourable!” 

‘‘Irene’s drachma!” muttered Klea to her- 
self, as the chariot rolled away. The sweet 
form of her sister rose before her mind ; she re- 
called the hour when the girl — still but a child 
— had^ entrusted it to her, because she lost 
everything unless Klea took charge of it 
for her. 

“Who will watch her and care for her now.^” 
she asked herself, and she stood thinking, try- 
ing to defend herself against the wild wishes 
which again began to stir in her, and to collect 
h£X scattered thoughts. She had involuntarily 
avoided the beam of light which fell across the 
road from the tavern-window, and yet she could 
not help raising her eyes and looking along 
it , and she found herself looking through 
the darkness which enveloped her, straight into 
the faces of two men whose gaze was directed 
to the very spot where she was standing. And 
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what faces they were that she saw! One, a fat 
face, framed in thick hair and a short, thick 
and ragged beard, was of a dusky brown and 
as coarse and brutal as the other was smooth, 
colourless and lean, cruel and crafty. The eyes 
of the first of these ruffians were prominent, 
weak and bloodshot, with a fixed glassy stare, 
while those of the other seemed always to be 
on the watch with a restless and uneasy 
leer. 

These were Euergetes’ assassins — they must 
be I 

Spell -bound with terror and revulsion she 
stood quite still, fearing only that the ruffians 
might hear the beating of her heart, for she felt 
as if it were a hammer swung up and down in 
an empty space, and beating with loud echoes, 
now in her bosom and now in her throat. 

“The young gentleman must have gone 
round beliind the tavern — he knows the shortest 
way to the tombs. Let us go after him, and 
finish off the business at once,*' said the broad- 
shouldered villain in a hoarse whisper that 
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broke down every now and then, and which 
seemed to Klea even more repulsive than the 
monster's face. 

“So that he may hear us go after him — 
Stupid!” answered the other. “When he has 
been waiting for his sweetheart about a quarter 
of an hour I will call his name in a woman’s 
voice, and at his first step towards the desert 
do you break his neck with the sand-bag. We 
have plenty of time yet, for it must still be a 
good half hour before midnight.” 

“So much the better,” said the other. “Our 
wine jar is not nearly empty yet, and we paid 
the lazy landlord for it in advance, before he 
crept into bed.” 

’ “You shall only drink two cups more,” said 
the punier villain. “For this time we have to 
do with a sturdy fellow, Setnan is not with us 
now to lend a hand in the work, and the dead 
meat must show no gaping thrusts or cuts. My 
teeth are not like yours when you are fasting — 
even cooked food must not be too tough for 
them to chew it, now- a -days. If you soak 
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yourself in drink and fail in your blow, and I 
am not ready with the poisoned stiletto the 
thing won't come off neatly. But why did not 
the Roman let his chariot wait.^" 

'"Aye! why did he let it go away?” asked 

the other staring open-mouthed in the direc- 

% 

tion where the sound of wheels was still to be 
heard. His companion meanwhile laid his 
hand to his ear, and listened. Both were 
silent for a few minutes, then the thin one 
said : 

‘‘The chariot has stopped at the first tavern. 
So much the better. The Roman has valuable 
cattle in his shafts, and at the inn down there, 
there is a shed for horses. Here in this hole 
there is hardly a stall for an ass, and nothing 
but sour wine and mouldy beer. I don’t like 
the rubbish, and save my coin for Alexandria 
and white Mariotic; that is strengthening and 
purifies the blood. For the present I only wish 
we were as well off as those horses ; they 
will have plenty of time to recover their 
breath.” 
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*‘Yes, plenty of time/* answered the other 
with a broad grin, and then he with his com- 
panion withdrew into the room to fill his 
cup. 

Klea too could hear that the chariot which 
had brought her hither, had halted at the 
farther tavern, but it did not occur to her that 
the driver had gone in to treat himself to wine 
with half of Irene’s drachma. The horses 
should make up for the lost time, and they 
could easily do it, for when did the king’s 
banquets ever end before midnight.^ 

As soon as Klca saw that the assassins were 
filling their earthen cups, she slipped softly on 
tip-toe behind the tavern ; the moon came out 
from behind the clouds for a few minutes, she 
sought and found the short way by the desert- 
path to the Apis-tombs, and hastened rapidly 
along it. She looked straight before her, for 
whenever she glanced at the road-side, and her 
eye was caught by some dried up shrub of the 
desert, silvery in the pale moonlight, she 
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fancied she saw behind it the face of a mur- 
derer. 

The skeletons of fallen beasts standing up 
out of the dust, and the bleached jaw-bones of 
camels and asses, which shone much whiter 
than the desert-sand on which they lay, seemed 
to* have come to life and motion, and made 
her think of the tiger-teeth of the bearded 
ruffian. 

The clouds of dust driven in her face'by the 
warm west-wind, which had risen higher, in- 
creased her alarm, for they were mingled with 
the colder current of the night- breeze ; and 
again and again she felt as if spirits were driv- 
ing her onwards with their hot breath, and 
stroking her face with their cold fingers. Every 
thing that her senses perceived was transformed 
by her heated imagination into a fearful Some- 
thing; but more fearful and more horrible than 
anything she licard, than any phantom that met 
her eye in the ghastly moonlight, were her own 
thoughts of what was to be done now, in the 
immediate future — of the fearful fate that 
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threatened the Roman and Irene; and she was 
incapable of separating one from the other in 
her mind, for one influence alone possessed her, 
heart and soul: Dread, dread; the same bound- 
less, nameless, deadly dread — alike of mortal 
peril and irremediable shame, and of the airiest 
phantoms and the merest nothings. 

A large black cloud floated slowly across 
the moon and utter darkness hid everything 
around, even the undefined forms which her 
imagination had turned to images of dread. 
She was forced to moderate her pace, and find 
her way, feeling eacli step; and just as to a 
child some hideous form that looms before him 
vanishes into nothingness when he covers his 
eyes with liis hand, so the profound dark- 
ness which now enveloped her, suddenly re- 
leased her soul from a hundred imaginary 
terrors. 

She stood still, drew a deep breath, col- 
lected the whole natural force of her will, and 
asked herself what she could do to avert the 
horrid issue. 
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Since seeing the murderers every thought 
of revenge, every wish to punish the seducer 
with death, had vanished from her mind; one 
desire alone possessed her now — that of rescu- 
ing him, the man, from the clutches of these 
ravening beasts. Walking slowly onwards sha 
repeated to herself every word she had heard 
that referred to Publius and Irene as spoken by 
Euergetes, Eiilaeus, the recluse, and the assas- 
sins, and recalled every step she had taken 
since she left the temple; thus she brought her- 
self back to the consciousness that she had 
come out and faced danger and endured terror, 
solely and exclusively for Irene’s sake. The 
image of her sister rose clearly before her 
mind in all its bright charm, undimmed by any 
jealous grudge which, indeed, ever since her 
passion had held her in its toils had never for 
the smallest fraction of a minute possessed 
her. 

Irene had grown up under her eye, sheltered 
by her care, in the sunshine of her love. To 
take care of her, to deny herself, and bear the 



m 


THE SISTERS. 


severest fatigue for her had been her pleasure; 
and now as she appealed to her father — as she 
wont to do — as if he were present, and asked 
him in an inaudible cry: “Tell me, have I not 
done all for her that I could do.^^^ and said to 
herself that he could not possibly answer her 
appeal but with assent, her eyes filled with 
tears; the bitterness and discontent which had 
lately filled her breast gradually disappeared, 
and a gentle, calm, refreshing sense of satis- 
faction came over her spirit, like a cooling 
breeze after a scorching day. 

As she now again stood still, straining her 
eyes which were growing more accustomed to 
the darkness, to discover one of the temples at 
the end of the alley of sphinxes, suddenly and un- 
expectedly at her right hand a solemn and many 
voiced hymn of lamentation fell upon her ear. 
This was from the priests of Osiris-Apis who were 
performing the sacred mysteries of their god, at 
midnight, on the roof of the temple. She knew 
the hymn well — a lament for the deceased Osiris 
which implored him with urgent supplication to 
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break the power of death, to rise again, to 
bestow new light and new vitality on the 
world and on men, and to vouchsafe to all the 
departed a new existence. 

The pious lament had a powerful effect on 
her excited spirit. Her parents too perhaps 
had* passed through death, and were now taking 
part in the conduct of the destiny of the world 
and of men in union with the life-giving God. 
Her breath came fast, she threw up her arms, 
and, for the first time since in her wrath she 
had turned her back on the holy cf holies in 
the temple of Serapis, she poured forth her 
whole soul with passionate fervour in a deep 
and silent prayer for strength to fulfil her duty 
to the end, — for some sign to show her the way 
to save Irene from misfortune, and Publius from 
death. And as she prayed she felt no longer 
alone — no, it seemed to her that she stood face 
to face with the invincible Po\/er which j^ro- 
tects the good, in whom she now again had 
faith, though for Him she knew no name; 
as a daughter, pursued by foes, might clasp 
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her powerful father's knees and claim his suc- 
cour. 

She had not stood thus with uplifted arms 
for many minutes when the moon, once more 
appearing, recalled her to herself and to actual- 
ity. She now perceived close to her, at hardly 
a hundred paces from where she stood, the 4ine 
of sphinxes by the side of which lay the tombs 
of Apis near which she was to await Publius. 
Her heart began to beat faster again, and her 
dread of her own weakness revived. In a few 
minutes she must meet the Roman, and, invo- 
luntarily putting up her hand to smoothe her 
hair, she was reminded that wshe still wore 
Glaucus’ hat on her head and his cloak wrapped 
round her shoulders. Lifting up her heart again 
in a brief prayer for a calm and collected mind, 
she slowly arranged her dress and its folds, and 
as she did so the key of the tomb-cav'-e, which 
she still had about her, fell under her hand. 
An idea tlashed through her brain — she caught 
at it, and with hurried breath followed it out, 
till she thought she had now hit upon the right 
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way to preserve from death the man who was 
so rich and powerful, who had given her no- 
thing but taken everything from her, and to 
whom, nevertheless, she — the poor water-bearer 
whom he had thought to trifle with — could now 
bestow the most precious of the gifts of the 
immortals, namely, Life. 

Serapion had said, and she was willing to 
believe, that Publius was not base, and he cer- 
tainly was not one of those who could 'prove 
ungrateful to a preserver. She longed to earn 
the right to demand something of him, and that 
could be nothing else but that he should give 
up her sister and bring Irene back to her. 

When could it be that he had come to an 
understanding with the inexperienced and easily 
wooed maiden? How ready she must have been 
to clasp the hand held out to her by this man! 
Nothing surprised her in Irene, the child of the 
present; she could comprehend too that Irene’s 
charm might quickly win the heart even of a 
grave and serious man. 

And yet — in all the processions it was never 
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Irene that he had gazed at, but always herself, 
and how came it to pas^ that he had given a 
proqnpt and ready assent to the false invitation 
rto go out to meet her in the desert at mid- 
night? Perhaps she was still nearer to his heart 
than Irene, and if gratitude drew him to her 
with fresh force then — aye then — he might per- 
haps woo her, and forget his pride and her lowly 
position, and ask her to be his wife. 

She thought this out fully, but before she 
had reached the half circle enclosed by the Plii- 
losophers’ busts the question occurred to her 
mind. And Irene? 

Had she gone with him and quitted her 
without bidding her farewell because her young 
heart was possessed with a passionate love for 
Publius — who was indeed the most lovable of 
men? And he? Would he indeed, out of grati- 
tude for what she hoped to do for him, make 
up his mind, if she demanded it, to make her 
Irene his wife— the poor but more than lovely 
daughter of a noble house? 
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And if this were possible, if these two /qould 
be happy in love and honour, should she 
come between the couple to divide themi 
Should she jealously snatch Irene from his arms 
and carry her back to the gloomy temple which 
nojv — after she had fluttered awhile in sportive 
freedom in the sunny air — would certainly seem 
to her doubly sinister and unendurable? Should 
she be the one to plunge Irene into mi*sery — 
Irene, her child, the treasure confided to her 
care, whom she had sworn to cherish? 

'^No, and again no,’' she said resolutely. “She 
was born for happiness, and I for endurance, 
and if I dare beseech thee to grant me one 
thing more, O thou infinite Divinity! it is that 
Thou wouldest cut out from my soul this love 
which is eating into my heart as though it were 
rotten wood, and keep me far from envy and 
jealousy when I see her happy in his arms. It 
is hard — very hard to drive one’s own heart out 
into the desert in order that spring may blossom 
in that of another; but it is well so — and my 
mother would commend me and my father. 
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wduld say I had acted afte^^Kis own heart, and 
jn obedience to the teaching of the great men 
* on these pedestals. Be still, be stilf my aching 
heart— there — that is right!’' 

Thu? reflecting she went past the busts of 
Zeno and Chrysippus, glancing at their features 
distinct in the moonlight; and her eyes fall- 
ing on the smooth slabs of stone with which 
the open space was paved, her own shadow 
caught her attention, black and sharply defined, 
and exactly resembling that of some man tra- 
velling from one town to another in his cloak 
and broad -brimmed hat. 

‘‘Just like a man!” she muttered to herself; 
and as, at the same moment, she saw a figure 
resembling her own, and, like herself, wearing a 
hat, appear near the entrance to the tombs, and 
fancied she recognised it as Publius, a thought, 
a scheme, flashed through her excited brain, 
which at first appalled her, but in the next in- 
stant filled her with the extasy which an eagle 
may feel when he spreads his mighty wings 
and soars above the dust of the earth into the 
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pure and infinite etjier. ^ier heart beat higji, . 
she breathed deeply and slowly, but she ad- 
vanced tp rneet the Roman, drawn up to her' 
full aeight like a queen, who goes forward to# 
receive some equal sovereign ; her hat, whicji she 
had taken off, in her left hand, and the smith’s 
key in her ri^ht — straight on towards the door 
of the Apis-tomhs. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The man whom Klea had seen was in fact 
none other than Publius. He was now at the 
end of a busy day, for after he had assured 
himself that Irene had been received by the 
sculptor and his wife, and welcomed as if she 
were their own child, he had returned to his 
tent to write once more a dispatch to Rome. 
But this he could not accomplish, for his friend 
Lysias paced restlessly up and down by him as 
he sat, and as often as he put the reed to the 
papyrus disturbed him with enquiries about the 
recluse, the sculptor, and their rescued protegee. 

When, finally, the Corinthian desired to 
know whether he, Publius, considered Irene’s 
eyes to be brown or blue, he had sprung up im- 
patiently, and exclaimed indignantly: 

“And supposing they were red or green, 
what would it matter to me!” 
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Lysias seemed" pleased rather than vexed 
with this reply, and he was on the f)oint of 
confessing to his friend that Irene had caused 
in his heart a perfect conflagration — as of a 
forest or a city in flames — when a master of the 
horse had appeared from Euergetes, to present 
the four splendid horses from Cyrene, which his 
master requested the noble Roman Publius 
Cornelius Scipio Nasica to accept in tok.en of 
his friendship. 

The two friends, who both were judges and 
lo\^ers of horses, spent at least an hour in ad- 
miring the fine build and easy paces of these 
valuable beasts. Then came a chamberlain 
from the queen to invite Publius to go to her 
at once. 

The Roman followed the messenger after a 
short delay in his tent, in order to take with 
him the gems representing the marriage of 
Hebe, for on his way from the sculptor s to the 
palace it had occurred to him that he would 
offer them to the queen, after he had informed 
her of the parentage of the two water-carriers. 
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Publius had keen eyes, and the queen’s weak- 
nesses had not escaped him, but he had never 
suspected her of being capable of abetting her 
licentious brother in forcibly possessing himself 
of the innocent daughter of a noble father. He 
now purposed to make her a present — as in 
some degree a substitute for the representation 
his friend had projected, and which had come 
to nothing — of the picture which she had hoped 
to find pleasure in reproducing. 

Cleopatra received him on her roof, a favour 
of which few could boast; she allowed him to 
sit at her feet while she reclined on her couch, 
and gave him to understand, by every glance 
of her eyes and every word she spoke, that his 
presence was a happiness to her, and filled her 
with passionate delight. Publius soon contrived 
to lead the conversation to the subject of the 
innocent parents of the water-bearers, who had 
been sent off to the gold-mines; but Cleopatra 
interrupted his speech in their favour and asked 
him plainly, undisguisedly, and without any agi- 
tation, whether it was true that he himself de- 
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sired to win the youthful Hebe. And she met 
his absolute denial with such persistent and re- 
peated expressions of disbelief, assuming at last 
a tone of reproach, that he grew vexed and 
broke out into a positive declaration that he 
regarded lying as unmanly and disgraceful, and 
could endure c.ny insult rather than a doubt of 
his veracity. 

Such a vehement and energetic remon- 
strance from a man she had distinguished was a 
novelty to Cleopatra, and she did not take it 
amiss, for she might now believe — what she 
much wished to believe — that Publius wanted 
to have nothing to do with the fair Hebe, that 
EuLxus had slandered her friend, and that Zoe 
had been in error when, after her vain expedi- 
tion to the temple — from which slie had then 
just returned — she had told her that the Ro- 
man was Irene’s lover, and must at the earliest 
hour have betrayed to the girl herself, or to the 
priests in the Serapeum, what was their pur- 
pose regarding her. 

In the soul of this noble youth there was 
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nothing false — there could be nothing false! 
And she, who was accustomed never to hear a 
word from the men who surrounded her with- 
out asking herself with what aim it was spoken, 
and how much of it was dissimulation or down- 
right falsehood, trusted the Roman, and was so 

*T 

happy in her trust that, full of gracious gaiety, 
she herself invited Publius to give her the re- 
cluse’^s petition to read. The Roman at once 
gave her the roll, saying that since it contained 
so much that was sad, much as he hoped she 
would make herself acquainted with it, he felt 
himself called upon also to give her some 
pleasure, though in truth but a vciy small one. 
Thus speaking he produced the gems, and she 
showed as much delight over this little work of 
art as if, instead of being a rich queen and 
possessed of the finest engraved gems in the 
world , she were some poor girl receiving 
her first gift of some long desired gold orna- 
ment. 

“Exquisite, splendid!” she cried again and 
again. “And besides, they are an imperishable 
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memorial of you, dear friend, and of your visit 
to Egypt I will have them set with the most 
precious stones ; even diamonds will seem worth- 
less to me compared with this gift from you. 
This has already decided my sentence as to 
Eulasus and his unhappy victims before I read 
youjk petition. Still I will read that roll, and 
read it attentively, for my husban(] regards 
Eulaius as a useful — almost an indispensable — 
tool, and I must give good reasons for my ver- 
dict and for the pardon. T believe in the in- 
nocence of the unfortunate Philotas, but if he 
had committed a hundred murders, after this 
present I would procure his freedom all the 
same.’' 

The words vexed the Roman, and they 
made her who had spoken them in order to 
please him appear to him at tliat moment more 
in the light of a corruptible official than of a 
queen. He found the time hang heavy that he 
spent with Cleopatra, who, in spite of his re- 
serve, gave him to understand with more and 
more insistance how warmly she felt towards 
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him; but the more she talked and the more 
she told him, the more silent he became, and 
he breathed a sigh of relief when her husband 
at last appeared to fetch him and Cleopatra 
away to their midday meal. 

At table Philometor promised to take up 
the cause of Philotas and his wife, botfe of 
whom he had known, and whose fate had much 
grieved him; still he begged his wife and the 
Roman not to bring Eulaeus to justice till Eu- 
crgetes should have left Memphis; for, during 
his brother’s presence, beset as he was with dif- 
ficulties, he could not spare him ; and if he 
might judge of Publius by himself he cared far 
more to reinstate the innocent in their rights, 
and to release them from their miserable lot — 
a lot of which he had only learned the full 
horrors quite recently from his tutor Agathar- 
chides — than to drag a wretch before the judges 
to-morrow or the day after, who was unworthy 
of his anger, and who at any rate should not 
escape punishment. 

Before the letter from Asklepiodorus — stat- 
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ing the mistaken hypothesis entertained by the 
priests of Serapis that Irene had been carried 
off by the king’s order — could reach the palace, 
Publius had found an opportunity of excusing 
himself and quitting the royal couple. 

Not even Cleopatra herself could raise any 
objection to hi^ distinct assurance that he must 
write to Rome to-day on matters of importance. 
Philometors favour was easy to win, and as 
soon as he was alone with his w’fe he could not 
find words enough in praise of the noble quali- 
ties of the young man, who seemed destined in 
the future to be of the greatest service to him 
and to his interests at Rome, and whose friendly 
attitude towards himself was one more advan- 
tage that he owed — as he was happy to acknow- 
ledge — to the irresistible talents and grace of 
his wife. 

When Publius had quitted tuc palace and 
hurried back to his tent, he felt like a journey- 
man returning from a hard day’s labour, or a 
man acquitted from a serious charge; like one 
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who had lost his way, and has found the right 
road again. ^ 

The heavy air in the arbours and alleys of 
the embowered gardens seemed to him easier 
to breathe than the cool breeze that fanned 
Cleopatra’s raised roof. He felt the queens 
presence to be at once exciting and oppressive, 
and in spite of all that was flattering to himself 
in the advances made to him by the powerful 
princess, it was no more gratifying to his taste 
than an elegantly prepared dish served on gold 
plate, which we are forced to partake of though 
poison may be hidden in it, and which when 
at last we taste it is sickeningly sweet. 

Publius was an honest man, and it seemed 
to him — as to all who resemble him — that love 
which was forced upon him was like a decora- 
tion of honour bestowed by a hand which we 
do not respect, and that wc would rather refuse 
than accept; or like praise out of all proportion 
to our merit, which may indeed delight a fool, 
but rouses the indignation rather than the gra- 
titude of a wise man. It struck him too that 
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Cleopatra intended to make use of him, in tile 
first place as a toy to amusft%erself, and then 
as a useful instrument or underling, and this so 
gravely incensed and discomfited the serious 
and sensitive young man that he would will- 
ingly have quitted Memphis and Egypt at once 
and Without an> leave taking. However, it was 
not quite easy for him to get away, for all his 
thoughts of Cleopatra were mixed up with others 
of Klea, as inseparably as when we picture to 
ourselves the shades of night, the tender light 
of the calm moon rises too before our fancy. 

Having saved Irene, his present desire was 
to restore her parents io liberty; to quit Egypt 
without having seen Klea once more seemed 
to him absolutely impossible. He endeavoured 
once more to revive in his mind the image of 
her proud tall figure; lie felt he must tell her 
that she was beautiful, a woman worthy of a 
king — that he was her friend and hated injustice, 
and was ready to sacrifice much for justice' sake 
and for her own in the service of her parents 
and herself. To-day again, before the banquet^ 
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he purposed to go to the temple, and to entreat 
the recluse to help him to an interview with his 
adopted daughter. 

If only Klea could know beforehand what 
he had been doing for Irene and their parents 
she must surely let him see that her haughty 
eyes could look kindly on him, must offef him 
her hand in farewell, and then he should clasp 
it in both his, and press it to his breast. Then 
would he tell her in the warmest and most in- 
spired words he could command how happy he 
was to have seen her and known her, and how 
painful it was to bid her farewell; perhaps she 
might leave her hand in his, and give him some* 
kind word in return. One kind word — one 
phrase of thanks from Klea's firm but beautiful 
mouth — seemed to him of higher value than a 
kiss or an embrace from the great and wealthy 
Queen of Egypt. 

•When Publius was excited he could be al- 
together carried away by a sudden sweep of 
passion, but his imagination was neither par- 
ticularly lively nor glowing. While his horses 
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were being harnessed, and then while he was 
driving to the Serapeum, the tall form of the 
water-bearer was constantly before him; again 
and again he pictured himself holding her hand 
instead of the reins, and while he repeated to 
himself all he meant to say at parting, and in 
fancy heard her thank him with a ti embling 
voice for his valuable help, and say that she 
would never forget him, he felt his eyes moisten 
— unused as they had been to tears for many 
years. He could not help recalling the day 
when he had taken leave of his family to go 
forlli to the wars for the first time. Then it 
had not been his owji eyes but his mothers 
that had sparkled through tears, and it struck 
him that Klea, if she could be compared to 
aii}^ other woman, wtis most like to that noble 
matron to whom ne owed his life, and that 
she might stand by the side of the daughter 
of the great Scipio African us like a youthful 
Minerva by the side of Juno, the stately mother 
of the gods. 

His disappointment was great when he found 
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the door of the temple closed, and was forced 
to return to Memphis without having seen either 
Klea or the recluse. 

He could try again to-morrow to accom- 
plish what had been impossible to-day, but 
his wish to see the girl he loved, rose to a 
torturing longing, and as he sat once moi'e in 
his tent to finish his second despatch to Rome 
the thought of Klea came again to disturb his 
serious work. Twenty times he started up to 
collect his thoughts, and as often flung away 
his reed as the figure of the water-bearer inter- 
posed between him and the writing under his 
hand; at last, out of patience with himself, he 
struck the table in front of him with some force, 
set his fists in his sides hard enough to hurt 
himself, and held them there for a minute, 
ordering himself firmly and angrily to do his 
duty before he thought of anything else. 

His iron will won the victory; by the time 
it ^as growing dusk the despatch was written. 
He was in the very act of stamping the wax of 
the seal with the signet of his family — engraved 
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on the sardonyx of his ring — when one of his 
servants announced a black slave who desired 
tc speak with him. Publius ordered that he 
should be admitted, and the negro handed him 
the tile on which Eulseus had treacherously 
written Klea's invitation to meet her at mid- 
night near the Apis-tombs. His enemy's crafty- 
looking emissary seemed to the young man as 
a messenger from the gods; in a transport of 
haste and without the faintest shadow of a sus- 
picion he wrote, ‘H will be there/’ on the luck- 
les.c piece of clay. 

Publius was anxious to give the letter to 
the Senate, which he nad just finished, with his 
own hand, and privately, to the messenger who 
had yesterday brought him the despatch from 
Rome; and as he would rather have set aside 
an invitation to carry off a royal treasure that 
same night than have neglected to meet Klca, 
he could not in any case be a guest at the 
king’s banquet, though Cleopatra would exgjpct 
to see him there in accordance with his promisf., 
At this juncture he was annoyed to miss his 
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friend Lysias, for he wished to avoid offending 
the queen; and the Corinthian, who at this 
moment was doubtless occupied in some per- 
fectly useless manner, was as clever in invent- 
ing plausible excuses as he himself was dull in 
such matters. He hastily wrote a few lines to 
the friend who shared his tent, requesting him 
to inform the king that he had been prevented 
by urgent business from appearing among his 
guests that evening; then he threw on his cloak, 
put on his travelling hat which shaded his face, 
and proceeded on foot and without any servant 
to the harbour, with his letter in one hand and 
a staff in the other. 

The soldiers and civic guards which filled 
the courts of the palace, taking him for a mes- 
senger, did not challenge him as he walked 
swiftly and firmly on, and so, without being 
detained or recognised, he reached the inn by 
the harbour, where he was forced to wait an 
h^ur before the messenger came home from the 
^ay strangers’ quarter where he had gone to 
itnuse himself. He had a great deal to talk of 

f 
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with this man, who was to set out next morn- 
ing for Alexandria and Rome ; but Publius 
hardly gave himself the necessary time, for he 
meant to start lor the meeting place in the Ne- 
cropolis indicated by Klea, and well-known to 
himself, a full hour before midnight, although 
he Anew that he could reach his destination in 
a very much shorter time. 

The sun seems to move too slowly to those 
who long and wait, and a planet would be more 
likely to fail in punctuality than a lover when 
called by Love. 

In order to avoid observation he did not 
take a chariot but a strong mule which the 
host of the inn lent him with pleasure; for the 
Roman was so full of happy excitement in the 
hope of meeting Klea that he had slipped a 
gold piece into the small, lightly-closed fingers 
of the inn-keeper s pretty child, which lay asleep 
on a bench by the side of the table, besides 
paying double as much for the country ^ne 
he had drunk as if it had been fine Falerni^* 
and without asking for his reckoning. The hdit 
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looked at him in astonishment when, finally, he 
sprang with a grand leap on to the back of the 
tall beast, without laying his hand on it; and 
it seemed even to Publius himself as though he 
had never since his boyhood felt so fresh, so 
extravagantly happy as at this moment. 

The road to the tombs from the haibour 
was a different one to that which led thither 
from the king’s palace, and which Klea had 
taken, nor did it lead past the tavern in which 
she had seen the murderers. By day it was 
much used by pilgrims, and the Roman could 
not miss it even by night, for the mule he was 
riding knew it well. That he had learned, for 
in answer to his question as to what the inn- 
keeper kept the beast for he had said that it 
was wanted every day to carry pilgrims arriving 
from Upper Egypt to the temple of Serapis 
and the tombs of the sacred bulls; he could 
therefore very decidedly refuse the host’s offer 
to^send a driver with the beast. All who saw 
hjni set out supposed that he was returning to 
the city and the palace. 
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Publius rode through the streets of the city 
at an easy trot, and, as the laughter of soldiers 
carousing in a tavern fell upon his ear, he could 
have joined heartily in their merriment. But 
when the silent desert lay around him, and the 
stars showed him that he would be much too 
earl^ at the appointed place, he brought the 
mule to a slower pace, and the nearer he came 
to his destination the graver he grew, and the 
stronger his heart beat. It must be something 
important and pressing indeed that Klea de- 
sired to tell him in such a place and at such 
an hour. Or was she like a thousand other 
women — was he now on the way to a lover’s 
meeting with her, who only a few days before 
had responded to his glance and accepted his 
violets ? 

This thought flashed once through his mind 
with importunate distinctness, but he dis- 
missed it as absurd and unworthy of himself. 
A king would be more likely to offer - to 
share his throne with a beggar than this girl,* 
would be to invite him to enjoy the sweet 
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follies of love-making with her in a secret 
spot. 

Of course she wanted above all things to 
acquire some certainty as to her sister^s fate, 
perhaps too to speak to him of her parents; 
still, she would hardly have made up her mind 
to invite him if she had not learned to 4rust 
him, and this confidence filled him with pride, 
and at the same time with an eager longing 
to sec her, which seemed to storm his heart 
with more violence with every minute that 
passed. 

While the mule sought and found its way 
in the deep darkness with slow and sure steps, 
he gazed up at the firmament, at the play of 
the clouds which now covered the moon with 
their black masses, and now parted, floating off 
in white sheeny billows while the silver crescent 
of the moon showed between them like a swan 
against the dark mirror of a lake. 

And all the time he thought incessantly of 
Klea — thinking in a dreamy way that he saw her 
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before him, but different and taller than before, 
her form growing more and more before his 
eyes till at last it was so tall that her head 
touched the sky, the clouds seemed to be her 
veil, and the moon a brilliant diadem in her 
abundant dark hair. Powerfully stirred by this 
visi^ he let the bridle fall on the mule’s neck, 
and spread open his arms to the beautiful 

phantom, but as he rode forwards it ever retired, 

# 

and when presently the west wind blew the 
sand in his face, and he had to cover his eyes 
with his hand it vanished entirely, and did not 
return before he found himself at the Apis- 
tombs. 

He had hoped to find here a soldier or a 
watchman to whom he could entrust the beast, 
but when the midnight chant of the priests of 
the temple of Osiris-Apis had died away not a 
sound was to be heard far or near; all that lay 
around him was as still and as motionless as 
though all that had ever lived there were dead. 
Or had some demon robbed him of his hearing.^ 
He could hear the rush of his own swift 
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pulses in his ears — not the faintest sound be- 
sides. 

Such silence is there nowhere but in the 
city of the dead and at night, nowhere but in 
the desert 

He tied the mule’s bridle to a stela of gra- 
nite covered with inscriptions, and went forV/ard 
to the appointed place. Midnight must be past — 
that he saw by the position of the moon, and 
he was beginning to ask himself whether he 
should remain standing where he was or go on 
to meet the water-bearer when he heard first 
a light footstep, and then saw a tall erect figure 
wrapped in a long mantle advancing straight 
towards him along the avenue of sphinxes. Was 
it a man or a woman — was it she whom he ex- 
pected.!^ and if it were she, was there ever a 
woman who had come to meet a lover at an 
assignation with so measured, nay so solemn, a 
step.'^ Now he recognised her face — was it the 
pale moonlight that made it look so bloodless 
and marble-white.!^ There was something rigid 
in her features, and yet they had never — not 
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even when she blushingly accepted his violets 
— looked to him so faultlessly beautiful, so re- 
gular and so nobly cut, so dignified, nay im- 
pressive. 

For fully a minute the two stood face to 
face, speechless and yet quite near to each other, 
The%^ Publius bioke the silence, uttering with 
the warmest feeling and yet with anxiety in his 
deep, pure voice, only one single word ; and the 
word was her name “Klea.” 

The music of this single word stirred the 
girl’s heart like a message and blessing from 
Heaven, like the sweetest harmony of the Sirens’ 
song, like the word o! acquittal from a judge’s 
lips when the verdict is life or death, and her lips 
were already parted to say ‘Publius’ in a tone 
no less deep and heartfelt — but, with all the 
force of her soul, she restrained herself, and said 
softly and quickly, 

“You are here at a late hour, and it is well 
that you have come.” 

“You sent for me,” replied the Roman. 

“It was another that did tliat, not I,” replied 
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Klea in a slow dull tone,* as if she were liftingf 
a heavy weight, and could hardly draw her 
breath. “Now— follow me, for this is not the 
place to explain everything in.*' 

With these words Klea went towards the 
locked door of the Apis-tombs, and tried, as she 
stood in front of it, to insert into the lockf the 
key that Krates had given her ; but the lock was 
still so new, and her fingers shook so much, that 
she could not immediately succeed. Publius 
meanwhile was standing close by her side, and 
as he tried to help her his fingers touched hers. 
And when he — certainly not by mistake — laid 
his strong and yet trembling hand on hers, she 
let it stay for a moment, for she felt as if a tide 
of warm mist rose up in her bosom dimming 
her perceptions, and paralysing her will and 
blurring her sight. 

“Klea,” he repeated, and he tried to take 
her left hand in his own ; but she, like a person 
suddenly aroused to consciousness after a short 
dream, immediately withdrew the hand on which 
his was resting, put the key into the lock, opened 
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the door, and exclaimed in a voice of almost 
stern command, “Go in first.” 

Publius obeyed and entered the spacious 
antechamber of the venerable cave, hewn out of 
the rock and now dimly lighted. A curved pas- 
sage of which he could not see the end lay be- 
fore i|im, and on both sides, to the right and 
left of him, opened out the chambers in which 
stood the sarcophagi of the deceased sacred 
bulls. Over each of the enormous stone coffins 
a lamp burnt day and night, and wherever a vault 
stood open their glimmer fell across the deep 
gloom of the cave, throwing a bright beam of 
light on the dusky path that led into the heart 
of the rock, like a carpet woven of rays of light. 

AVhat place was this that Klea had chosen 
to speak with him in. 

But though her voice sounded firm, she her- 
self was not cool and insensible as Orcus — which 
this place, which was filled with the fumes of 
incense and weighed upon liis senses, much re- 
sembled — for he had felt her fingers tremble 
under his, and when he went up to her, to help 
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her, her heart beat no less violently and rapidly 
than his own. Ah! the man who should suc-^ 
ceed in touching that heart of hard, but pure 
and precious crystal would indeed enjoy a glo- 
rious draught of the most perfect bliss. 

*‘This is our destination,’* said Klea; and 
then she went on in short broken sent$»nces. 
''^Remain where you are. Leave me this place 
near the door. Now, answer me first one ques- 
tion. My sister Irene has vanished from the 
temple. Did you cause her to be carried 

“I did,” replied Publius eagerly. '‘She de- 
sired me to greet you from her, and to tell you 
how much she likes her new friends. When I 
shall have told you — ” 

“Not now,” interrupted Irene excitedly. 
“Turn round — there where you see the lamp- 
light.” Publius did as he was desired, and a 
slight shudder shook even his bold heart, for the 
girl’s sayings and doings seemed to him not so- 
lemn merely, but mysterious like those of a 
prophetess. A violent crash sounded through 
the silent and sacred place, and loud echoes were 



THE SISTERS. 


177 


tossed from side to side, ringing ominously 
throughout the grotto. Publius turned anxidusly . 
round, and his eye, seeking Klea, found her no 
more; then, hurrying to the door of 'the cave, 
he heard her lock it on the outside. 

The water-bearer had escaped him, had flung 
the^ heavy door to, and imprisoned him; and 
this idea was io the Roman so degrading and 
unendurable that, lost to every feeling but rage, 
wounded pride, and the wild desire to be free, 
he kicked the door with all his might, and 
called out angrily to Klea: 

'‘Open this door — I command you. Let me 
free this moment or, by all the gods! — ” 

He did not finish his threat, for in the 
middle of the right hand -panel of the door a 
small wicket was opened — through which the 
priests were wont to puff incense into the tomb 
of the sacred bulls — and twice, thrice, finally, 
when he still would not be pacified, a fourth 
time, Klea called out to him: 

“Listen to me — listen to me, Publius.” 

Publius ceased storming, and she went on: 

The Sisters. II. 12 
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*'Do not threaten me, for you will certainly 
repent it when you have heard what I have to 
tell you. Do not interrupt me ; I may tell you 
at once that this door is opened every day be- 
fore sunrise, so your imprisonment will not last 
long; and you must submit to it, for I shut 
you in to save your life — ^yes, your life w^’ch 
was in danger. Do you think my anxiety was 
folly No, Publius, it is only too well-founded, 
and if you, as a man, are strong and bold, so 
am I as a woman. I never w^as afraid of an 
imaginary nothing. Judge yourself whether I 
was not right to be afraid for you. 

'‘King Euergetes and Eulreus have bribed 
two hideous monsters to murder you. When I 
went to seek out Irene I overheard all, and I 
have seen with my own eyes the two horrible 
wolves who are lurking to fall upon you, and 
heard with these ears their scheme for doing it. 

I never wrote the note on the tile which was 
signed with my name; Eulaeus did it, and you 
took his bait and came out into the desert by 
night. In a few minutes the ruffians will have 
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Stolen up to this place to seek their victim, but 
they will not find you, Publius, for I have saved 
you — I, Xiea, whom hrst you met with smiles — 
whose sister you have stolen away — the same 
Klea that you a minute since were ready to 
threaten. Now, at once, I am going into the 
de^rt, dressed like a traveller in a coat and hat, 
so that in the doubtful light of the moon I may 
easily be taken for you — going to give my 
weary heart as a prey to the assassins’ knife.” 

“You are mad I” cried Publius, and he flung 
himself with his whole weight on the door, and 
kicked it with all his strength. “What you 
purpose is pure madness — open the door, I com- 
mand you! However strong the villains may be 
that Euergetes has bribed, I am man enough to 
defend myself.” 

“You are unarmed, Publius, and they have 
cords and daggers.” 

“Then open the door, and stay here with 
me till day dawns. It is not noble, it is wicked 
to cast away your life. Open the door at once, 

I entreat you, I command you!” 

12* 
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At any other time the words would not 
have failed of their effect on Klea's reasonable 
nature, but the fearful storm of feeling which 
had broken over her during the last few hours 
had borne away in its whirl all her composure 
and self-command. The one idea, the one re- 
solution, the one desire, which wholly possessed 
her was to close the life that had been so full 
of sclf-sacrifice by the greatest sacrifice of all — 
that of life itself, and not only in order to 
secure Irene’s happiness and to save the Ro- 
man, but because it pleased her — her father’s 
daughter — to make a noble end; because she, 
the maiden, would fain show Publius what a 
woman might be capable of who loved him 
above all others ; because, at this moment, death 
<lid not seem a misfortune; and her mind, over- 
wrought by hours of terrific tension, could not 
free itself from the fixed idea that she would 
and must sacrifice herself. 

She no longer thought these things — she 
was possessed by them; they had the mastery, 
and as a madman feels forced to repeat the 
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same words again and again to himself, so no 
prayer, no argument at this moment would 
have prevailed to divert her from her purpose 
of giving up her young life for Publius and 
Irene. 

She contemplated this resolve with affection 
an^ pride as justifying her in looking up to 
herself as to some nobler creature. She turned 
a deaf ear to the Roman s entreaty, and said 
in a tone of which the softness surprised him : 

“Be silent, Publius, and hear me farther. 
You too are noble, and certainly you owe me 
some gratitude for having saved your life.” 

“I owe you much, and I will pay it,” cried 
Publius, “as long as there is breath in this 
body — but open the door, I beseech you, I im- 
plore you — ” 

“Hear me to the end, time presses; hear 
me out, Publius. My sister Irene went away 
with you. I need say nothing about her beauty, 
but how bright, how sweet her nature is you 
do not know, you cannot know, but you will 
find out. She, you must be told, is as poor as 
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I am, but the child of free-born and noble 
parents. Now swear to me, swear — no, do not 
interrupt me — swear by the head of your father 
that you will never abandon her, that you will 
never behave to her otherwise than as if she 
were the daughter of your dearest friend or of 
your own brother.*' ^ 

‘‘ I swear it and I will keep my oath — by the 
life of. the man whose head is more sacred to 
me than the names of all the gods. But now I 
beseech you, I command you open this door, 
Klea — that I may not lose you — that I may 
tell you that my whole heart is yours, and yours 
alone — that I love you, love you unboundedly." 

“I have your oath," cried the girl in great 
excitement, for she could now see a shadow 
moving backwards and forwards at some dis- 
tance in the desert. ‘‘You have sworn by the 
head of your father. Never let Irene repent 
having gone with you, and love her always as 
you fancy now, in this moment, that you love 
me, your preserver. Remember both of you 
the hapless Klea who would gladly have lived 
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for you, but who now ghdly dies for you. Do 
not forget me, Publius, for I have never but this 
once opened my heart to love, — but I have 
loved you Publius, with pain and torment, and 
with sweet delight — as no other woman ever 
yet revelled in the extasy of love or was con- 
sukicd in its torments.” She almost shouted 
the last words at the Roman as if she were 
chanting a hymn of triumph, beside herself, for- 
getting everything and as if intoxicated. 

Why was he now silent, wh}* had he nothing 
to answer, since she had confessed to him the 
deepest secret of her breast, and allowed him 
to look into the inmost sanctuary of her heart 
A rush of burning words from his lips would 
have driven her off at once to the desert and 
to death; his silence held her back— it puzzled 
her and dropped like cool rain on the soaring 
flames of her pride, fell on the raging turmoil 
of her soul like oil on troubled water. She could 
not part from him thus, and her lips parted to 
call him once more by his name. 

While she had been making confession of 
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her love to the Roman as if it were her last 
will and testament, Publius felt like a man 
dying of thirst, who has been led to a flowing 
well only to be forbidden to moisten his lips 
with the limpid fluid. His soul was filled with 
passionate rage approaching to despair, and as 
with rolling eyes he glanced round his pri6on 
an iron crow-bar leaning against the wall met 
his gaze; it had been used by the workmen to 
lift the sarcophagus of the last deceased Apis 
into its right place. He seized upon this tool, 
as a drowning man flings himself on a floating 
plank ; still he heard Klea s last words, and did 
not lose one of them, though the sweat poured 
from his brow as he inserted the metal lever 
like a wedge between the two halves of the 
door, just above the threshold. 

All was now silent outside ; perhaps the dis- 
tracted girl was already hurrying towards the 
assassins— and the door was fearfully heavy and 
would not open nor yield. But he must force 
it — he flung himself on the earth and thrust 
his shoulder under the lever, pushing his whole 
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body against the iron bar, so that it seemed to 
him that every joint threatened to give way 
and every sinew to crack ; the door rose — once 
more he put forth the whole strength of his 
manly vigour, and now the seam in the wood 
cracked, the door flew open, and Klea, seized 
with terror, flew off and away — into the desert 
— straight towards the murderers. 

Publius leaped to his feet and flung himself 
out of his prison ; as he saw Klea escape he 
flew after her with hasty leaps, and caught her 
in a few steps, for her mantle hindered her in 
running, and when she would not obey his de- 
sire that she should stand still he stood in front 
of l]er and said, not tenderly but sternly and 
decidedly: 

“You do not go a step farther, I forbid it.” 

“I am going where I must go,” cried the 
girl in great agitation. “Let me go, at once!” 

“You will stay here — here with me,” snarled 
Publius, and takingboth her hands by the wrists 
he clasped them with his iron fingers as with 
hand-cuffs. “I am the man and you are the 
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woman, and I will teach you who is to give 
orders here and who is to obey.*’ 

Anger and rage prompted these quite un- 
premeditated words, and as Klea — while he 
spoke them with quivering lips — had attempted 
with the exertion of all her strength, which was 
by no means contemptible, to wrench her harhds 
from his grasp, he forced her — angry as he still 
was, but nevertheless with due regard for her 
womanliness — forced her by a gentle and yet 
irresistible pressure on her arms to bend before 
him, and compelled her slowly to sink down on 
both knees. 

As soon as she was in tliis position Publius 
let her free; she covered her eyes with her 
aching hands and sobbed aloud, partly from 
anger, and because she felt herself bitterly hu- 
miliated. 

‘*Now, stand up,” said Publius in an altered 
tone as he heard her weeping. “Is it then such 
a hard matter to submit to the will of a man 
who will not and cannot let you go, and whom 
you love, besides.^” How gentle and kind tlie 
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raised her eyes to Publius, and as she saw him 
looking down on her as a supplicant her anger 
melted and turned to grateful emotion — she went 
close ' to him on her knees, laid her head against 
him and said : 

have always been obliged to rely upon 
myself, and to guide another person with loving 
counsel, but it must be sweeter far to be led by 
affection and I will always, always obey you.” 

“I will thank you with heart and soul hence- 
forth from this hour!” cried Publius, lifting her 
up. “You were ready to sacrifice your life for 
me, and now mine belongs to you. I am yours 
and you are mine — I your husband, you my 
wife till our life's end!” 

He laid his hands on her shoulders, and 
turned her face round to his; she resisted no 
longer, for it was sweet to her to yield her will 
to that of this strong man. ^\nd how happy 
was she, who from her childhood had taken it 
upon herself to be always strong, and .self- 
reliant, to feel herself the weaker, and to be 
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permitted to trust in a stronger arm than her 
own. Somewhat thus a young rose-tree might 
feel, which for the first time receives the support 
of the prop to which it is tied by the careful 
gardener. 

Her eyes rested blissfully and yet anxiously 
on his, and his lips had just touched hers in a 
first kiss when they started apart in terror, for 
Klea’s name was clearly shouted through the 
still night-air, and in the next instant a loud 
scream rang out close to them followed by dull 
cries of pain. 

“The murderers!” shrieked Klea, and trem- 
bling for herself and for him she clung closely 
to her lover s breast. In one brief moment the 
self-reliant heroine — proud in her death-defying 
valour — had become a weak, submissive, de- 
pendent woman. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

On the roof of the tower of the pylon by 
the gate of the Serapeum stood an astrologer 
who had mounted to this, the highest part of 
the temple, to observe the stars; but it seemed 
that he was not destined on this occasfon to 
fulfil his task, for swiftly driving black clouds 
swept again and agaiji across that portion of 
the heavens to which his observations were 
principally directed. At last he impatiently 
laid aside his instruments, his waxed tablet and 
style, and desired the gate-keeper — the father 
of poor little Philo — whose duty it was to at- 
tend at night on the astrologers on the tower, 
to carry down all his paraphernalia, as the 
heavens were not this evening favourable to his 
labours. 

“P'avourable ! ” exclaimed the gate-keeper, 
catching up the astrologer’s words, and shrug- 
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ging his shoulders so high that his head disap- 
peared between them. 

‘'It is a night of horror, and some great 
disaster threatens us for certain. Fifteen years 
have I been in my place, and I never saw such 
a night but once before, and the very next day 
the soldiers of Antiochus, the Syrian king, 
came and plundered our treasury. Aye — and 
to-night is worse even than that was; when the 
dog-star first rose a horrible shape with a lion's 
mane flew across the desert, but it was not till 
midnight that the fearful uproar began, and 
even you shuddered when it broke out in the 
Apis -cave. Frightful things must be coming 
on us when the sacred bulls rise from the dead 
and butt and storm at the door with their horns 
to break it open. Many a time have I seen 
the souls of the dead fluttering and wheeling 
and screaming above the old mausoleums, and 
rock-tombs of ancient times. Sometimes they 
would soar up in the air in the form of hawks 
with men’s heads, or like ibises with a slow 
Jagging flight, and sometiraes sweep over the 
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desert like grey shapeless shadows, or glide 
across the sand like snakes; or they would 
creep out of the tombs, howling like hungry 
dogs. I have often heard them barking like 
jackals or laughing like hyenas when they 
scent carrion, but to-night is the first time 
I ever heard them shrieking like furious men, 
and then groaning and wailing as if they were 
plunged in the lake of fire and suffering hor- 
rible torments. 

^'Look there — out there — something is mov- 
ing again! Oh! holy father, exorcise them with 
sonic mighty bann. Do you not see how they 
are growing larger.^ They are twice the size of 
ordinary mortals.’* 

The astronomer took an amulet in his hand, 
muttered a few sentences to himself, seeking at 
the same time to discover the figures which had 
so scared the gate-keeper. 

“They are indeed tall,” he said when he 
perceived them. “And now they are melting 
into one, and growing smaller and smaller — 
however, perhaps they are only men come to 
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rob the tombs, and who happen to be par- 
ticularly tall, for these figures are not of super- 
natural height” 

‘‘They are twice as tall as you, and you are 
not short,” cried the gate-keeper, pressing his 
lips devoutly to the amulet the astrologer held 
in his hand, “and if they are robbers why has 
no watchman called out to stop them? How 
is it their screams and groans have not waked 
the sentinels that are posted there every night? 
There — that was another fearful cry! Did you 
ever hear such tones from any human breast? 
Great Scrapis, I shall die of fright! Come down 
with me, holy father, that I may look after my 
little sick boy, for those who have seen such 
sights do not escape unstricken/’ 

The peaceful silence of the Necropolis had 
indeed been disturbed, but the spirits of the 
departed had no share in the horrors which had 
been transacted this night in the desert, among 
the monuments and rock-tombs. They were 
living men that had disturbed the calm of the 
sacred place, that had conspired with the dark- 
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ness in cold-blooded cruelty, greater than that 
of evil spirits, to achieve the destruction of a 
fellow^man ; but they were living men too who, in 
the midst of the horrors of a most fearful night, 
had experienced the blossoming in their own 
souls of the divinest germ which heaven im- 
plants in the bosom of its mortal children. 
Thus in a day of battle amid blood and 
slaughter may a child be born that shall 
grow up blessed and blessing, the comfort and 
joy of his family. 

The lion -maned monster whose appear- 
ance and rapid disappearance in the desert had 
first alarmed the gate-keeper, had been met by 
several travellers on its way to Memphis, and 
each and all, horrified at its uncanny aspect, 
had taken to flight or tried to hide themselves 
— and yet it was no more than a man with 
warm pulses, an honest purpose, and a true and 
loving heart. But those who met him could 
not see into his soul, and his external aspect 
certainly bore little resemblance to that of other 
men. 


The ^httrs. II 
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His feet, unused to walking, moved but 
clumsily, and had a heavy body to carry, and 
his enormous beard and the mass of grey hair 
on his head — which he turned now this way 
and now that — gave him an aspect that might 
well scare even a bold man who should meet 
him unexpectedly. Two stall-keepers who, by 
day, were accustomed to offer their wares for 
sale near the Serapeum to the pilgrims, met 
him close to the city. 

“Did you see that panting object.^’' said 
one to the other as they looked after him. *Tf 
he were not shut up fast in his cell I could de- 
clare it was Serapion, the recluse.” 

“Nonsense,” replied the other. “He is tied 
faster by his oath than by chains and fetters. 
It must be one of the Syrian beggars that be- 
siege the temple of Astarte.” 

“Perhaps,” answered his companion with in- 
difference. “Let us get on now, my wife has a 
roast goose for supper this evening,” 

Serapion, it is true, was fast tied to his cell, 
and yet the pedlar had judged rightly, for he 
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it was who hurried along the high road frighten- 
ing all he met. After his long captivity walk- 
ing was very painful to him; besides, he was 
barefoot, and every stone in the path hurt the 
soles of his feet which had grown soft; neverthe- 
less he contrived to make a by no means con- 
temptible pace when in the distance he caught 
sight of a woman’s figure which he could fancy 
to be Klea. Many a man, who in his own 
particular sphere of life can cut a very* re- 
spectable figure, becomes a laughing-stock for 
children when he is taken out of his own nar- 
row circle, and thrown into the turmoil of the 
wot Id with all his peculiarities clinging to him. 
So it was with Serapion; in the suburbs the 
street-boys ran after him mocking at him, but 
it was not till three smart liussys, who were 
resting from their dance in front of a tavern, 
laughed loudly as they caiighl sight of liirn, 
and an insolent soldier drove the point of his 
lance through his flowing mane, as if by ac- 
cident, that he became fully conscious of his wild 

appearance, and it struck him forcibly tliat he 
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could never in this guise find admission to the 
king’s palace. 

With prompt determination he turned into 
the first barber’s stall that he saw lighted up; 
at his appearance the barber hastily retreated 
behind his counter, but he got his hair and 
beard cut, and then, for the first time for many 
years, he saw his own face in the mirror that 
the barber held before him. He nodded, with 
a melancholy smile, at the face — so much aged 
— that looked at him from the bright surface, 
paid what was asked, and did not heed the com- 
passionate glance which the barber and his as- 
sistant sent after him. They both thought they 
had been exercising their skill on a lunatic, for 
he had made no answer to all their questions, 
and had said nothing but once in a deep and 
fearfully loud voice: 

“Chatter to other people — I am in a burry.” 

In truth his spirit was in no mood for idle 
gossip; no, it was full of gnawing anxiety and 
tender fears, and his heart bled when he re- 
flected that he had broken his vows, and for- 
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sworn the oath he had made to his dying mo- 
ther. 

When he reached the palace gate he begged 
one of the civic guard to conduct him to his 
brother, and as he backed his request with a 
gift of money he was led at once to the man 
whom he sought. Glaucus was excessively 
startled to recognise Scrapion, but he was so 
much engaged that he could only give up a 
few minutes to his brother, whose proceedings 
he considered as both inexplicable and cri- 
minal. 

Irene, as the anchorite now learned, had 
been carried off from the temple, not by Euer- 
getes but by the Roman, and Klea had quitted 
the palace only a few minutes since in a chariot 
and would return about midnight and on foot 
from the second tavern to the temple. And the 
poor child was so utterly alone, and her way lay 
through the desert where she might be attacked 
by dissolute soldiery or tomb-robbers or jackals 
and hyaenas. Her walk was to begin from the 
second tavern, and that was the very spot where 
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low rioters were wont to assemble — and his dar- 
ling was so young, so fair, and so defenceless! 

He was once more a prey to the same un- 
endurable dread that had come over him, in his 
cell, after Klea had left the temple and darkness 
had closed in. At that moment he had felt all 
that a father could feel who from his prison- 
window sees his beloved and defenceless child 
snatched away by some beast of prey. All the 
perils that could threaten her in the palace or 
in the city, swarming with drunken soldiers, had 
risen before his mind with fearful vividness, and 
his powerful imagination had painted in glaring 
colours all the dangers to which his favourite — 
the daughter of a noble and respected man — 
might be exposed. 

He rushed up and down his cell like a 
wounded tiger, he flung himself against the 
walls, and then, with his body hanging far out 
of the little window, had looked out to see if 
the girl — who could not possibly have returned 
yet — were not come back again. The darker it 
grew the more his angufsh rose, and the more 
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hideous were the pictures that stood before his 
fancy; and when, presently, a pilgrim in the 
Pastophorium who had fallen into convulsions 
screamed out loud, he was no longer master of 
himself — he kicked open the door v\diich, locked 
on the outside and rotten from age, had been 
closed for years, hastily concealed about him 
some silver coins he kept in his chest and let 
himself down to the ground. 

There he stood, between his cell anti the 
outer wall of the temple, and now it was that 
he remembered his vows, and the oath he had 
sworn, and his former flight from his retreat. 
Then he had fled because the pleasures and 
joys of life had tempted him forth — then he 
had sinned indeed; but now the love, tlie 
anxious care that urged him to quit his prison 
were the same as had brought him back to it. 
It was to keep faith that he now broke faitli, 
and mighty Serapis could read his heart, and 
his mother was dead, and while she lived she 
had always been ready and willing to for- 
give. 
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He fancied so vividly that he could see her 
kind old face looking at him that he nodded at 
her as if indeed she stood before him. 

Then, he rolled an empty barrel to the foot 
of the wall, and with some difficulty mounted 
on it. The sweat poured down him as he 
climbed up the wall built of loose unbaked 
bricks to the parapet, which was much more than 
a man's height; then, sliding and tumbling, he 
found* himself in the ditch which ran round it 
on the outside, scrambled up its outer slope, 
and set out at last on his walk to Memphis. 

What he had afterwards learned in the 
palace concerning Klea had but little relieved his 
anxiety on her account ; she must have reached 
the border of the desert so much sooner than 
he, and quick walking was so difficult to him, 
and hurt the soles of his feet so cruelly! Per- 
haps he might be able to procure a staff, but 
there was just as much bustle outside the gate 
of the citadel as by day. He looked round 
him, feeling the while in his wallet, which was 
well filled with silver, and his eye fell on a row 
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of asses whose drivers were crowding round the 
soldiers and servants that streamed out of the 
great gate. 

He sought out' the strongest of the beasts 
with an experienced eye, flung a piece of silver 
to the owner, mounted the ass, which panted 
under its load, and promised the driver two 
drachmae in addition if he would take him as 
quickly as possible to the second tavern on the 
road to the Serapeum. Thus — he belabouring 
the sides of the unhappy donkey with his sturdy 
bare legs, while the driver, running after him 
snorting and shouting, from time to time poked 
him up from behind with a stick — Serapion, now 
going at a short trot, and now at a brisk gallop, 
reached his destination only half an hour later 
than Klea. 

In the tavern all was dark and empty, but 
the recluse desired no refreshment Only his 
wish that he had a staff revived in his mind, 
and he soon contrived to possess himself of one, 
by pulling a stake out of the fence that sur- 
rounded the innkeeper s little garden. This was 
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a somewhat heavy walking stick, but it eased 
the recluse's steps, for though his hot and ach- 
ing feet carried him but painfully the strength 
of his arms was considerable. 

The quick ride had diverted his mind, had 
even amused him, for he was easily pleased, and 
had recalled to him his youthful travels ; but 
now, as he walked on alone in the desert, 
his thoughts reverted to Klea, and to her 
only. 

He looked round for her keenly and eagerly 
as soon as the moon came out from behind the 
clouds, called her name from time to time, and 
thus got as far as the avenue of sphinxes which 
connected the Greek and Egyptian temples; a 
thumping noise fell upon his ear from the cave 
of the Apis-tombs. Perhaps they were at work 
in there, preparing for the approaching festival. 
But why were the soldiers, which were always 
on guard here, absent from their posts to-night.^ 
Could it be that they had observed Klea, and 
carried her off? 

On the farther side of the rows of sphinxes 
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too, which he had now reached, there was not a 
man to be seen — not a watchman even — though 
the white limestone of the tomb-stones and the 
yellow desert-sand shone as clear in the moon- 
light as if they had some internal light of their 
own. 

At every instant he grew more and more 
uneasy, he climbed to the top of a sand-hill 
to obtain a wider view, and loudly called Klea’s 
name. 

There — was he deceived? No — there was a 
figure visible near one of the ancient tomb- 
shrines — a form that seemed wrapped in a long 
robe, and when c nce more he raised his voice 
in a loud call it came nearer to him and to the 
row of sphinxes. In great haste and as fast as he 
could he got down again to the road -way, 
hurried across the smooth pavement, on both 
sides of which the long perspective of man- 
headed lions kept guard, and painfully clam- 
bered up a sand -heap on the opposite side. 
This was in truth a painful effort, for the sand 
crumbled away again and again under his feet, 
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slipping down hill and carrying him with it, 
thus compelling him to find a new hold with 
hand and foot At last he was standing on the 
outer border of the sphinx-avenue and opposite 
the very shrine where he fancied he had seen 
her whom he sought; but during his clamber 
it had become perfectly dark again, for a heavy 
cloud had once more veiled the moon. He put 
both hands to his mouth, and shouted as 
loud as he could, “Klea!^’ — and then again, 
“Klea!" 

Then, close at his feet he heard a rustle in 
the sand, and saw a figure moving before him 
as though it had risen out of the ground. This 
could not be Klea, it was a man — still, perhaps, 
he might have seen his darling — but before he 
had time to address him he felt the shock of a 
heavy blow that fell with tremendous force on 
his back between his shoulders. The assassin’s 
sand-bag had missed the exact spot on the 
nape of the neck, and Serapion’s strongly knit 
backbone would have been able to resist even 
a stronger blow. 
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The conviction that he was attacked by 
robbers flashed on his consciousness as im- 
mediately as the sense of pain, and v;ith it the 
certainty that he was a lost man if he did not 
defend himself stoutly. 

Behind him he heard another rustle in the 
sand. As quickly as he could he turned round 
with an exclamation of Accursed brood of 
vipers!” and with his heavy staff he fell upon 
the figure before him like a smith beating cold 
iron, for his eye, now’ more accustomed to the 
darkness, plainly saw it to be a man. Serapion 
must have hit straight, for his foe fell at his 
feet with a hideous roar, rolled over and 
over in the sand, groaning and panting, and 
then with one shrill shriek lay silent and mo- 
tionless. 

The recluse, in spite of the dim light, could 
see all the movements of the robber he had 
punished so severely, and he was bending over 
the fallen man anxiously and compassionately 
when he shuddered to feel two clammy hands 
touching his feet, and immediately after two 
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sharp pricks in his right heel, which were so 
acutely painful that he screamed aloud, and 
was obliged to lift up the wounded foot At 
the same time, however, he did not overlook 
the need to defend himself. Roaring like a 
wounded bull, cursing and raging, he laid about 
him on all sides with his staff, but hit nothing 
but the ground. Then as his blows followed 
each other more slowly, and at last his wearied 
arms could no longer wield the heavy stake, 
and he found himself compelled to sink on 
his knees, a hoarse voice addressed him 
thus : 

“You have taken my comrade's life, Roman, 
and a two-legged serpent has stung you for it 
In a quarter of an hour it will be all over with 
you, as it is with that fellow there. Why does 
a fine gentleman like you go to keep an ap- 
pointment in the desert without boots or san- 
dals, and so make our work so easy.^^ King 
Euergetes and your friend EulcCus send you 
their greetings. You owe it to them that I 
leave you even your ready money — I wish I 
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could only carry away that dead lump 
there ! 

During this rough speech Serapion was lying 
on the ground in great agony; he could only 
clrnch his fists, and groan out heavy curses with 
his lips which were now getting parched. liis 
sight was as yet undimmed, and he could dis- 
tinctly see by the light of the moon, which now 
shone forth from a broad cloudless opening in 
the sky, that the murderer attempted to carry 
away his fallen comrade, and then, after raising 
his head to listen for a moment sprang off with 
flying steps away into the desert. But the re- 
cluse now lost consciousness, and when some 
minutes later he once more opened his eyes his 
liead was resting softly in the lap of a young 
girl, and it was the voice of his beloved Klea 
that asked him tenderly. 

“You poor dear father! How came you here 
in the desert, and into the hands of these mur- 
derers.^ Do you know me — your Klea? And he 
who is looking for your wounds — which arc not 
visible at all — he is the Roman Bublius Scipio. 
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Now first tell us where the dagger hit you that 
I may bind it up quickly — I am half a phy- 
sician, and understand these things as you 
know.” 

The recluse tried to turn his head towards 
Klea’s, but the effort was in vain, and he said 
in a low voice. 

‘‘Prop me up against the slanting wall of 
the tomb-shrine yonder; and you, child, sit 
down opposite to me, for I would fain look at 
you while I die. Gently, gently, my friend Pub- 
lius, for I feel as if all my limbs were made of 
Phcrnician glass, and might break at the least 
touch. Thank you, my young friend — you have 
strong arms, and you may lift me a little higher 
yet. So — now I can bear it; nay, I am well 
content, I am to be envied — for the moon shows 
me your dear face, my child, and I see tears 
on your checks, tears for me, a surly old 
man. Aye, it is good, it is very good to die 
thus.” 

“Oh, father, father!” cried Klea. “You must 
not speak so. You must live, you must not 
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<Me; for see, Publius here asks me to be his 
ivife, and the Immortals only can know how 
glad I am to go with him, and Irene is to stay 
with us, and be my sister and his. That must 
make you happy, father. — But tell us, pra)^ tell 
us where the wound hurts that the murderer 
gave you.^” 

Children, children,” murmured the anchorite, 
and a happy smile parted his lips. “The gra- 
cious gods are merciful in permitting me to see 
that — aye, merciful to me, and to effect that 
end I would have died twenty deaths.” 

Klea pressed his now cold hand to her lips 
as he spoke and again asked, though hardly 
able to control her voice for tears: 

“But the wound, father — where is the 
wound 

“Let be, let be,” replied Serapion. “It is 
acrid poison, not a dagger or dart that has un- 
done my strength. And I can depart in peace, 
for I am no longer needed for anything. You, 
Publius, must now take my place with this child, 
and will do it better than I. Klea, the wife of 

7 ke S Utters. II, ^ 4 
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Publius Scipio! I indeed have dreamt that such 
a thing might come to pass, — and I always knew, 
and have said to myself a thousand times, what 
I now say to you my son: This girl here, this 
Klea is of a good sort, and worthy only of the 
noblest. I give her to you, my son Publius, and 
now join your hands before me here — for I have 
always been like a father to her.’^ 

''.That you have indeed,'' sobbed Klea. "And 
it was no doubt for my sake, and to protect me, 
that you quitted your retreat, and have met 
your death.” 

“It was fate, it was fate,” stammered the 
old man. 

“The assassins were in ambush for me,” 
cried Publius, seizing Serapion's hand, "the mur- 
derers who fell on you instead of me. Once 
more, where is your wound?” 

“My destiny fulfils itself,” replied the recluse. 
“No locked-up cell, no physician, no healing 
herb can avail against the decrees of Fate. I 
am dying of a serpent’s sting as it was foretold 
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at my birth ; and if I had not gone out to seek 
Klea a serpent would have slipped into my 
cage, and have ended my life there. Give me 
your hands, my children, for a deadly chill is 
creeping over me, and its cold hand already 
touches my heart.’' 

For a few minutes his voice failed him, and 
then he said softly: 

“One thing I would fain ask of you. ^ My 
little possessions, which were intended for you 
and Irene, you will now use to bury me. I do 
not wish to be burnt, as they did with my father 
— no, I should wish to be finely embalmed, and 
my mummy to be placed with my mother’s. If 
indeed we may meet again after death — and I 
believe we shall — I would rather see her once 
more than any one, for she loved me so much 
— and I feel now as if 1 were a child again, and 
could throw my arms round her neck. In an- 
other life, perhaps, I may not be the child of 
misfortune that I have been in this — in another 
life — now it grips my heart — in another — Chil- 
dren whatever joys have smiled on me in this, 

14* 
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children, it was to you I have owed it — Klea, to 
you — and there is my little Irene too — ” 

These were the last words of Serapion the 
recluse; he fell back with a deep sigh and was 
dead. Klea and Publius tenderly closed his 
faithful eyes. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The unwonted tumult that had broken the 
stillness of th^. night had not been unobserved 
in the Greek Serapeum any more than in tlie 
Egyptian temple adjoining the Apis- tombs; 
but perfect silence once more reigned in the 
Necropolis, when at last the great gate of the 
sanctuary of Osiris-Apis was tlirown open, and 
a little troop of priests arranged in a proces- 
sion came out from it with a vanguard of 
temple-servants, who had been armed with 
sacrificial knives and axes. 

Publius and Klea, who were keeping faith- 
ful watch by the body of their dead friend, saw 
them approaching, and the Roman said: 

“It would have been even less right in such 
a night as this to let you proceed to one of the 
temples without my escort than to have let our 
poor friend remain un watched.” 
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“Once more I assure you,” said Klea eagerly, 
“that we should have thrown away every 
chance of fulfilling Serapion’s last wish as 
he intended, if during our absence a jackal or 
a hyena had mutilated his body, and I am 
happy to be able at least to prove to my friend, 
now he is dead, how grateful I am for all the 
kindness he showed us while he lived. We 
ought to be grateful even to the departed, for 
how still and blissful has this hour been while 
guarding his body. Storm and strife brought 
us together — ” 

“And here,” interrupted Publius, “we have 
concluded a happy and permanent treaty of 
peace for the rest of our lives.” 

“I accept it willingly,” replied Klea, looking 
down, “for I am the vanquished party.” 

“But you have already confessed,” said 
Publius, “that you were never so unhappy as 
when you thought you had asserted your 
strengtli against mine, and I can tell you that 
you never seemed to me so great and yet so 
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lovable as when, in the midst of your triumph, 
you gave up the battle for lost. Such an hour 
as that, a man experiences but once in his life- 
time. I have a good memory, but if ever I 
should forget it, and be angry and passionate — 
as is sometimes my way — remind me of this 
spot, or of this our dead friend, and my hard 
mood will melt, and I shall remember that you 
once were ready to give your life for mine. I 
will make it easy for you, for in honour of this 
man, who sacrificed his life for yours and who 
was actually murdered in my stead, I promise 
to add his name of Serapioii to my own, and 
I will confirm this vow in Rome. He has 
behaved to us as a lather, and it behoves 
me to reverence his memory as thougli I had 
been his son. An obligation was always un- 
endurable to me, and how 1 shall ever make 
full restitution to you for what you have done 
for me this night I do not yet know — and yet 
I should be ready and willing every day and 
every hour to accept from you some new gift 
of love. A debtor,’ says the proverb, ‘is half a 
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prisoner/ and so I must entreat you to deal mer- 
cifully with your conqueror/' 

He took her hand, stroked back the hair 
from her forehead, and touched it lightly with 
his lips. Then he went on: 

“Come with me now that lye may commit 
the dead into the hands of these priests.” 

Klea once more bent over the remains of 
the anchorite, she hung the amulet he had 
given her for her journey round his neck, and 
then silently obeyed her lover. When they 
came' up with the little procession Publius in- 
formed the chief priest how he had found Se- 
rapion, and requested him to fetch away the 
corpse, and to cause it to be prepared for inter- 
ment in the costliest manner in the embalming 
house attached to their temple. Some of the 
temple-servants took their places to keep watch 
over the body, and after many questions ad- 
dressed to Publius, and after examining too the 
body of the assassin who had been slain, the 
priests returned to the templ(^ 
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As soon as the two lovers were left alone 
again Klea seized the Roman’s hand, and said 
passionately: 

'‘You have spoken many tender words to 
me, and I thank you for them; but I am 
wOnt always to be honest, and less than 
any one could * I deceive you. Whatever your 
love bestows upon me will always be a free 
gift, since you owe me nothing at all and } owe 
you infinitely much; for I know now that you 
have snatched my sister from the clutches of 
the mightiest in the land while I, when I heard 
that Irene had gone away with you, and that 
mur(W threatened your life, believed implicitly 
that on the contrary you had lured the child 
away to become your sweetheart, and then — 
then I hated you, and then — I must confess it — 
in my horrible distraction I wished you dead!” 

“And you think that wish can offend me or 
hurt me.!*” said Publius. "No, my child; it only 
proves to me that you love me as I could wish 
to be loved. Such rage under such circum- 
stances is but tke dark shadow cast by love, 
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and is as inseparable from love as from any 
tangible body. Where it is absent there is no 
such thing as real love present — only an airy 
vision, a phantom, a mockery. Such an one as 
Klea does not love nor hate by halves; but 
there are mysterious workings in your soul as 
in that of every other woman. How did the 
wish that you could see me dead turn into the 
fearful resolve to let yourself be killed in my 
stead.?” 

‘‘I saw the murderers,” answered Klea, “and 
I was overwhelmed with horror of them and of 
their schemes, and of all that had to do with 
them; I would not destroy Irenes happiness, 
and I loved you even more deeply than I hated 
you ; and then — but let us not speak of it.” 

“Nay — tell me all.” 

“Then there was a moment — ” 

“Well, Klea.” 

“Then — In these last hours, while we have 
been sitting hand in hand by the body of poor 
Serapion, and hardly speaking, I have felt it all 
over again — then the midnight hymn of the 



THE SISTERS. 


219 


priests fell upon my heart, and as I lifted up my 
soul in prayer at their pious chant I felt as if 
all my inmost heart had been frozen and har- 
dened, and was reviving again to new life and 
tenderness and warmth. I could not help think- 
ing of all that is good and right, and I made 
up my mind to sacrifice myself for you and for 
Irene’s happiness far more quickly and easily 
than I could give it up afterwards. My father 
was one of the followers of Zeno — ” 

‘‘And you,” interrupted Publius, “thought 
you were acting in accordance with the doctrine 
of the Stoa. I also am familiar with it, but I 
do not know the man who is so virtuous and 
wise that he can live and act, as that teaching 
prescribes, in the heat of the struggle of life, 
or who is the living representative in flesh and 
blood of the whole code of ethics, not sinning 
against one of its laws and embodying it in him- 
self. Did you ever hear of the peace of mind, 
the lofty indifference and equanimity of the 
Stoic sages You look as if the question of- 
fended you, but you did not by any means 
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know how to attain that magnanimity, for I 
have seen you fail in it; indeed it is contrary 
to the very nature of woman, and — the gods be 
thanked — ^you are not a Stoic in woman’s dress 
but a woman — a true woman, as you should be. 
You have learned nothing from Zeno and 
Chrysippus but what any peasant -girl might 
learn from an honest father, to be true I mean 
and to love virtue. Be content with that; I am 
more than satisfied.” 

“Oh. Publius,” exclaimed the girl, grasping 
her friend’s hand. “I understand you, and I 
know that you are right. A woman must be 
miserable so long as she fancies herself strong, 
and imagines and feels that she needs no other 
support than her own firm will and determination, 
no other counsel than some wise doctrine which 
she accepts and adheres to. Before I could call 
you mine, and went on my own way, proud of 
my own virtue, I was — I cannot bear to think 
of it — but half a .soul, and took it for a whole; 
but now — if now fate were to snatch you from 
me, I should still know where to seek the sup- 
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port on which I might lean in need and de- 
spair. Not in the Stoa, not in herself can a 
woman find such a stay, but in pious depend- 
ence on the help of the gods.” 

“I am a man,” interrupted Publius, “and yet 
I sacrifice to them and yield ready obedience to 
their decrees.” 

“But,” cried Klea, “I saw yesterday in the 
temple of Serapis the meanest things done by 
his ministers, and it pained me and disgusted 
me, and I lost my hold on the divinity; but the 
extremest anguish and the deepest love have led 
me to find it again. I can no longer conceive 
of the power that upholds the universe as with- 
out love nor of the love that makes men happy 
as other than divine. Anyone who has once 
prayed for a being they love as I prayed for 
you in the desert can never again forget how to 
pray. Such prayers indeed are not in vain. 
P2ven if no god can hear them there is a 
>strengthening virtue in such prayer itself. 

‘'Now I will go contentedly back to our 
temple till you fetch me, for I know that the 
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discreetest, wisest, and kindest Beings will watch 
over our love.” 

“You will not accompany me to Apollo- 
dorus and Irene asked Publius in surprise. 

'*No,” answered Klea firmly. “Rather take 
me back to the Serapeum. I have not yet 
been released from the duties I undertook there, 
and it will be more worthy of us both that As- 
klepiodorus should give you the daughter of 
Philotas as your wife than that you should be 
married to a run-away serving-maid of Se- 
rapis.” 

Publius considered for a moment, and then 
he said eagerly: 

“Still, I would rather you should come with 
me. You must be dreadfully tired, but I could 
take you on my mule to Apollodorus. I care 
little for what men say of me when I am sure I 
am doing right, and I shall know how to pro- 
tect you against Euergetes whether you wish to 
be re-admitted to the temple or accompany me 
to the sculptor. But do come — it will be hard 
on me to part from you again. The victor does 
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not lay aside the crown when he has just woii 
it in hard fight.’' 

Still I entreat you to take me back to the 
Serapeum,” said Klea, laying her liand in that 
of Publius. 

“Is the way to Memphis too long, are you 
utterly tired ont.^” 

“I am much wearied by agitation and terror, 
by anxiety and happiness, still I could very 
well bear the ride; but I beg of you take me 
back to the temple.” 

“What — although you feel strong enough to 
remain with me, and in spite of my desire to 
conduct you at once co Apollodorus and Irene. 
asked Publius astonished, and he withdrew his 
hand. “The mule is waiting out there. Lean 
on my arm. Come and do as I request you.” 

“No, Publius, no. You are my lord and 
master, and I will always obey you unresist- 
ingly. In one thing only let me have my own 
way, now and in the future. As to what be- 
comes a woman I know better than you, it is 
a thing that none but a woman can decide.” 
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Publius ma'de no reply to these words, but 
he kissed her, and threw his arm round her; 
and so, clasped in each other^s embrace, they 
reached the gate of the Serapeum, there to part 
for a few hours. 

Klea was let into the temple, and as soon as 
she had learned that little Philo was much 
better, she threw herself on her humble bed. 

How lonely her room seemed, how intoler- 
ably* empty without Irene. In obedience to a 
hasty impulse she quitted her own bed, lay 
herself down on her sister’s, as if that brought 
her nearer to the absent girl, and closed her 
eyes; but she was too much excited and too 
much exhausted to sleep soundly. Swiftly- 
changing visions broke in again and again on 
her sincerely devotional thoughts and her rest- 
less half-sleep, painting to her fancy now won- 
drously bright images, and now most horrible 
ones — now pictures of exquisite happiness, and 
again others of dismal melancholy. And all the 
time she imagined she heard distant music and 
was being rocked up and down by unseen hands. 
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Still the image of the Roman overpowered 
all the rest. 

At last a refreshing sleep sealed her eyes 
more closely, and in her dream she saw her 
lover’s house in Rome, his stately father, his 
noble mother — who seemed to her to bear a 
likeness to her own mother — and the figures of a 
number of tall and dignified senators. She felt 
herself much embarrassed among all ^ these 
strangers, who looked enquiringly at her, and 
then kindly held out their hands to her. Even 
the dignified matron came to meet her with 
effusion, and clasped her to her breast ; biit just as 
Publius had opened his arms to her and she flew 
to his heart, and fancied she could feel his lips 
pressed to hers, the woman, who called her every 
morning, knocked at her door and awoke her. 

This time she had been happy in her dream 
and would willingly have slept again; but she 
forced herself to rise trom her bed, and before 
the sun was quite risen she was standing by the 
Well of the Sun and, not to neglect her duty, 
she filled both the jars for the altar of the god. 

'J he Sisters, Jl. ^5 
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Tired and half overcome by sleep, she set 
the golden vessels in their place, and sat down 
to rest at the foot of a pillar, while a priest 
poured out the water she had brought, as a 
drink-offering on the ground. 

It was now broad daylight as she looked 
out into the forecourt through the many pillared 
hall of the temple; the early sunlight played 
round the columns, and its slanting rays, at this 
hour, fell through the tall door-way far into 
the great hall which usually lay in twilight 
gloom. 

The sacred spot looked very solemn in her 
eyes, sublime, and as it were re-consecrated, and 
obeying an irresistible impulse she leaned against 
a column, and lifting up her arms, and raising 
her eyes, she uttered her tlKinkfulness to the 
god for his loving kindness, and found but one 
thing to pray for, namely that he would preserve 
Publius and Irene, and all mankind, from sorrow 
and anxiety and deception. 

She felt as if her heart had till now been 
benighted and dark, and had just disclosed some 
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latent light — as if it had been withered and 
dry, and was now blossoming in fresh verdure 
and brightly coloured flowers. 

To act virtuously is granted even to those 
who, relying on themselves, earnestly strive to 
lead moral, just, and honest lives; but the happy 
union of virtue and pure inner happiness is so- 
lemnised only in the heart which is able to seek 
and find a God — be it Serapis or Jehovah. 

At the door of the fore court Klea was. met 
by Asklepiodorus, who desired her to follow 
him. The High Priest had learned that she 
had .secretly quitted the temple: when she w^as 
alone with him in a quiet room he asked her 
gravely and severely, why she had broken the 
laws and left the sanctuary without his per- 
mission. Klea told him, that terror for her 
sister had driven her to Memphis, and that she 
there had heard that Publius Cornelius Scipio, 
the Roman who had taken up her father’s cause, 
had saved Irene from king Euergetes, and placed 
her in safety, and that then she had set out on 
her way home in the middle of the night. 
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The High Priest seemed pleased at her 
news, and when she proceeded to inform him 
that Serapion had forsaken his cell out of anx- 
iety for her, and had met his death in the de- 
sert, he said: 

''I knew all that, my child. May the gods 
forgive the recluse, and may Serapis show him 
mercy in the other world in spite of his broken 
oath! His destiny had to be fulfilled. You, child, 
were born under happier stars than he, and it 
is within my power to let you go unpunished. 
This I do willingly; and Klea, if my daughter 
Andromeda grows up, I can only wish that she 
may resemble you; this is the highest praise 
that a father can bestow on another man’s 
daughter. As head of this temple I command 
you to fill your jars to-day, as usual, till 
one who is worthy of you comes to me, and 
asks you for his wife. I suspect he will not be 
long to wait for.” 

‘‘How do you know, Father, — ” asked Klea 
colouring. 

“I can read it in your eyes,” said Asklepio- 
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clorus, and he gazed kindly after her as, at a 
sign from him, she quitted the room. 

As soon as he was alone he sent for his 
secretary and said: 

'‘King Philometor has commanded that his 
brother Euergctes’ birthday shall be kept to-day 
in Memphis. Let all the standards be hoisted, 
and the garlands of flowers which will presently 
arrive from Arsinoc be fastened up on the pylons ; 
liave the animals brought in for sacrifite, and 
arrange a procession for the afternoon. All the 
dwellers in the temple must be carefully attired. 
- -But there is another thing. Komanus has 
been here, and ha^ promised us great things in 
Luergetes’ name, and declares that he intends 
to punish his brother Pliilometor for having ab- 
ducted a girl- - Irene — attached to our temple. 
At the same t’me lie rcque:3ts me to send Klea 
the water bearer, the sister of the girl who was 
carried off, to Memphis to be examined — but 
this may be deferred. For to-day we will close 
the temple gates, solemnise the festival among 
ourselves, and allow no one to enter our pre- 
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cincts for sacrifice and prayer till the fate of 
the sisters is made certain. If the kings them- 
selves make their appearance, and want to bring 
their troops in, we will receive them respectfully 
as becomes us, but we will not give up Klea, 
but consign her to the holy of holies, which 
even Euergetes dare not enter without me; for 
in giving up the girl we sacrifice our dignity, 
and with that ourselves.*^ 

The secretary bowed, and then announced 
that two of the prophets of Osiris- Apis desired 
to speak with Asklepiodorus. 

Klea had met these men in the ante-chamber 
as she quitted the High Priest, and had seen 
in the hand of one of them the key with which 
she had opened the door of the rock-tomb. She 
had started, and her conscience urged her to go 
at once to the priest-smith, and tell him how 
ill she had fulfilled her errand. 

When she entered his room Krates was sit- 
ting at his work with his feet wrapped up, and 
he was rejoiced to see her, for his anxiety for her 
and for Irene had disturbed his night’s rest, and 
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towards morning his alarm had been much in- 
creased by a frightful dream. 

Klea, encouraged by the friendly welcome 
of the old man, who was usually so surly, con- 
fes:.ed that she had neglected to deliver the key 
to ^he smith in the city, that she had used it to 
open the Api^^-tombs, and had then forgotten to 
take it out of the new lock. At this confession 
the old man broke out violently, he flung his 
file, and the iron bolt at which he was working, 
on to his work-table, exclaiming: 

'‘And this is the way you executed your 
commission. It is the first time I ever trusted 
a woman, and this *s my reward! All this will 
bring evil on you and on me, and when it is 
found out that the sanctuary of Apis has been 
desecrated through my fault and yours, they 
will inflict all sorts of penance on me, and with 
very good reason — as for you, they will punish 
you with imprisonment and starvation.” 

“And yet, father,” Klca calmly replied, “ I feel 
perfectly guiltless, and perhaps in the same fearful 
situation you might not have acted differently.” 
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'‘You think so — you dare to believe such a 
thing?” stormed the old man. "And if the 
key and perhaps even the lock have been stolen, 
and if I have done all that beautiful and elabo- 
rate work in vain?” 

"What thief would venture into the sacred 
tombs?” asked Klea doubtfully. 

"What! are they so unapproachable?” inter- 
rupted Krates. "Why, a miserable creature 
like you even dared to open them. But only 
wait — only wait; if only my feet were not so 
painful — ” 

"Listen to me,” said the girl, going closer 
up to the indignant smith. "You are discreet, 
as you proved to me only yesterday; and if I 
were to tell you all I went through and en- 
dured last night you would certainly forgive 
me, that I know.” 

"If you are not altogether mistaken!” 
shouted the smith. "Those must be strange 
things indeed which could induce me to let 
such neglect of duty and such a misdemeanour 
pass unpunished.” 
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And strange things they were indeed which 
the old man now had to hear, for when Klea 
had ended her nariative of all that had oc- 
curred during the past night, not her eyes only 
but those of the old smith too were wet witli 
tears. 

“These arrursed legs!” he muttered, as his 
eyes met the enquiring glance of the young 
girl, and he wiped the salt dew from his checks 
with the sleeve of his coat. “Aye — a swelled 
foot like mine is painful, child, and a cripple 
such as I am is not always strong-minded. Old 
women grow like men, and old men grow like 
women. Ah! old age — it is bad to have such 
feet as mine, but what is worse is that memory 
fades as years advance. I believe now that I 
left the key myself in the door of the Apis- 
tombs last cvei^'ng, and I will send at once to 
Asklepiodorus, so that he may beg the Egyp- 
tians up there to forgi\'e me — they are indebted 
to me for many small jobs.” 
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CHAPTER X. 

All the black masses of clouds which dur- 
ing the night had darkened the blue sky and 
hidden the light of the moon had now com- 
pletely disappeared. The north-east wind which 
rose towards morning had floated them away, 
and Zeus, dcvourer of the clouds, had swallowed 
them up to the very last. It was a glorious 
morning, and as the sun rose in the heavens, 
and pierced and burnt up with augmenting haste 
the pale mist that hovered over the Nile, and 
the vapour that hung — a delicate transparent veil 
of bluish-grey bombyx-gauze — over the eastern 
slopes, the cool shades of night vanished too 
from the dusky nooks of the narrow town which 
lay, mile-wide, along the western bank of the 
river. And the intensely brilliant sunlight which 
now bathed the streets and houses, the palaces 
and temples, the gardens and avenues, and the 
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mnumerable vessels in the harbour of Memphis, 
was associated with a glow of warmth which 
was welcome even there in the early morning 
of a winter’s day. 

jioats’ captains and sailors were hurrying 
down to the shore of the Nile to avail them- 
selves of the r,orth-cast breeze to travel south- 
wards against the current, and sails were being 
hoisted and anchors heaved, to an accompani- 
ment of loud singing. The quay was so crowded 
with ships that it was difficult to understand 
how those that were ready could ever dis- 
entangle themselves, and find their way through 
those remaining behind; but each somehow 
foiind an outlet by which to reach the navigable 
stream, and ere long the river was swarming 
with boats, all sailing southwards, and giving 
it the appearance of an endless perspective of 
camp tents set afloat. 

Long strings of camels with high packs, of 
more lightly laden asses, and of dark-coloured 
slaves, were passing down the road to the har- 
bour; these last were singing, as yet unhurt by 
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the burden of the day, and the overseers* whips 
were still in their girdles. 

Ox-carts were being laden or coming down 
to the landing-place with goods, and the ships 
captains were already beginning to collect round 
the different great merchants — of whom the 
greater number were Greeks, and only a few 
dressed in Egyptian costume — in order to offer 
their freight for sale, or to hire out their vessels 
for some new expedition. 

The greatest bustle and noise were at a part 
of the quay where, under large tents, the custom 
house officials were busily engaged, for most 
vessels first cast anchor at Memphis to pay duty 
or Nile-toll on the “king’s table.** The market 
close to the harbour also was a gay scene ; there 
dates and grain, the skins of beasts, and dried 
fish were piled in great heaps, and bleating and 
bellowing herds of cattle were driven together 
to be sold to the highest bidder. 

Soldiers on foot and horseback in gaudy 
dresses and shining armour, mingled with the 
busy crowd, like peacocks and gaudy cocks 
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among the fussy swarm of hens in a farm-yard ; 
lordly courtiers, in holiday dresses of showy red, 
blue and yellow stuffs, were borne by slaves in 
litters or standing on handsome gilt chariots; 
garlanded priests walked about in long white 
robes, and smartly dressed girls were hurrying 
down to the taverns near the harbour to play 
the flute or to dance. 

The children that were playing about among 
this busy mob looked covetousiy at the baskets 
piled high with cakes, which the bakers’ boys 
were cairying so cleverly on their heads. The 
ciogs innumerable put up their noses as the 
dealers in sucli dainties passed near them, and 
many of them set up longing howls when a 
citizen’s wife came by with her slaves, carrying 
in their baskets freshly killed fowls, and juicy 
meats to roast for the festival, among heaps of 
vegetables and fruits. 

Gardeners’ boys and young girls were bear- 
ing garlands of flowers, festoons and fragrant 
nosegays, some piled on large trays which they 
carried two and two, some on smaller boards 
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or hung on cross poles for one to carry; at that 
part of the quay where the king’s barge lay at 
anchor numbers of workmen were busily em- 
ployed in twining festoons of greenery and 
flowers round the flag-staffs, and in hanging 
them with lanterns. 

Long files of the ministers of the god — re- 
presenting the five phyla or orders of the priest- 
hood of the whole country — were marching, in 
holiday attire, along the harbour- road in the 
direction of the palace, and the jostling crowd 
respectfully made way for them to pass. The 
gleams of festal splendour seemed interwoven 
with the laborious bustle on the quay like 
scraps of gold thread in a dull work-a-day gar- 
ment. 

Euergetes, brother of the king, was keeping 
his birthday in Memphis to-day, and all the 
city was to take part in the festivities. 

At the first hour after sunrise victims had 
been sacrificed in the temple of Ptah, the most 
ancient, and most vast of the sanctuaries of the 
venerable capital of the Pharaohs; the sacred 
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Apis bull, but recently introduced into the 
temple, was hung all over with golden orna- 
ments ; early in the morning Euergetes had paid 
his devotions to the sacred beast — which had 
eaten out of his hand, a favourable augury of 
success for his plans; and the building in which 
the Apis lived, as well as the stalls of his mo- 
ther and of the cows kept for him, had been 
splendidly decked with flowers. 

The citizens of Memphis were not permitted 
to pursue their avocations or ply their trades 
beyond the hour of noon ; then the markets, 
the booths, the worl '-shops and schools were to 
be closed, and on the great square in front of 
tile temple of Ptah, where the annual fair was 
held, dramas both sacred and profane, and shows 
of all sorts were to be seen, heard and ad- 
mired by men, women and children — pro- 
vided at the expense of the two kings. 

Two men of Alexandria, one an Kolian of 
Lesbos, and the other a Hebrew belonging to 
the Jewish community, but who was not distin- 
guishable by dress or accent from his Greek 
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fellow citizens, greeted each other on the quay- 
opposite the landing place for the king s vessels, 
some of which were putting out into the 
stream, spreading their purple sails and dip- 
ping their prows inlaid with ivory and heavily 
gilt. 

“In a couple of hours,” said the Jew, “I 
shall be travelling homewards. May I offer 
you a place in my boat, or do you propose re- 
maining here to assist at the festival and not 
starting till to-morrow morning? There are all 
kinds of spectacles to be .seen, and when it is 
dark a grand illumination is to take place.” 

“What do I care for their barbarian rub- 
bish?” answered the Lesbian. “Why, the Egyp- 
tian music alone drives me to distraction. My 
business is concluded. I had inspected the goods 
brought from Arabia and India by way of 
Berenice and Coptos, and had selected those I 
needed before the vessel that brought them had 
moored in the Mariotic harbour, and other 
goods will have reached Alexandria before me. 
I will not stay an hour longer than is necessary 
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in this horrible place, whkh is as dismal as it 
is huge. Yesterday I visited the Gymnasium 
and the better class of baths — wretched, I call 
them! It is an insult to the fish market and 
the horse pools of Alexandria to compare them 
with them.** 

And the theatre ! ** exclaimed the J ew. 
'*The exterior one can bear to look at — but the 
acting! Yesterday they gave the ‘Thais’ of 
Menander, and I assure you that in Alexandria 
the woman who dared to impersonate the be- 
witching and cold-hearted Hetaira would have 
been driven off the stage — they would have 
pelted her with rotten apples. Close by me 
there sat a sturdy, browm Egyptian, a sugar- 
baker or something of the kind, who held his 
sides with laughing, and yet, I dare swear, did 
not understand a word of the comedy. J3ut in 
Memphis it is the fashion to know Greek, even 
among the artisans. May I hope to have you 
as my guest?” 

“With pleasure, with pleasure!” replied the 

Lesbian. “I was about to look out for a boat. 

16 
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Have you done your business to your satis- 
faction 

''Tolerably!” answered the Jew. "I have 
purchased some corn from Upper Egypt, and 
stored it in the granaries here. The whole of 
that row yonder were to let for a mere song, 
and so we get off cheaply when we let the 
wheat lie here instead of at Alexandria where 
granaries are no longer to be had for money.’* 

“That is very clever!” replied the Greek. 
“There is bustle enough here in the harbour, 
but the many empty warehouses and the low 
rents prove how Memphis is going down. For- 
merly this city was the emporium for all vessels, 
but now for the most part they only run in to 
pay the toll and to take in supplies for their 
crews. This populous place has a big stomach, 
and many trades drive a considerable business 
here, but most of those that fail here are still 
carried on in Alexandria.” 

“It is the sea that is lacking,” interrupted 
the Jew; “Memphis trades only with Egypt, 
and we with the whole Avorld. The merchant 
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who sends his goods here only loads camels, 
and wretched asses, and flat-bottomed Nile- 
boats, while we in our harbours freight fine sea- 
going vessels. When the winter-storms are past 
our house alone sends twenty triremes with 
Egyptian wheat to Ostia and to Pontus; and 
your Indian and Arabian goods, your imports 
from the newly opened Ethiopian provinces, 
take up less room, but I should like to know 
how many talents your trade amounted to in 
the course of the past year. Well then, fare- 
well till we meet again on my boat; it is called 
the Euphrosyne, and lies out there, exactly op- 
posite the two statues of the old king — who 
can remember these stiff barbarian names? In 
three hours we start. I have a good cook on 
board, who is not too particular as to the re- 
gulations regarding food by which my country- 
men in Palestine live, and you will find a few 
new books and some capital wine from Byblos.'" 

“Then we need not dread a head wind,'' 
laughed the Lesbian. “We meet again in three 
hours." 

16* 
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The Israelite waved his hand to his travel- 
ling companion, and proceeded at first along 
the shore under the shade of an alley of syca- 
mores with their broad unsymmetrical heads of 
foliage, but presently he turned aside into a 
narrow street which led from the quay to the 
city. He stood still for a moment opposite the 
entrance of the corner house, one side of which 
lay parallel to the stream while the other — ex- 
hibiting the front door, and a small oil-shop — 
faced the street ; his attention had been attracted 
to it by a strange scene; but he had still much 
to attend to before starting on his journey, and 
he soon hurried on again without noticing a 
tall man who came towards him, wearing a 
travelling hat and a cloak such as was usually 
adopted only for making journeys. 

The house at which the Jew had gazed so 
fixedly was that of Apollodoriis, the sculptor, 
and the man who was so strangely dressed for 
a walk through the city at this hour of the day 
was the Roman, Publius Sciplo. He seemed 
to be still more attracted by what was going 
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on in the little stall by the sculptor's front door, 
than even the Israelite had been; he leaned 
against the fence of the garden opposite the 
shop, and stood for some time gazing and shak- 
ing his head at the strange things that were to 
be seen within. 

A wooden counter supported by the wall of 
the house — which was used by customers to lay 
their money on and which generally held a few 
oil-jars — projected a little way into the street 
like a window-board, and on this singular couch 
sat a distinguished -looking youth in a light 
blue, sleeveless chiton, turning his back on the 
stall itself, which was not much bigger than a 
good-sized travelling-chariot. By his side lay 
a Himation* of fine white woollen stuff with a 
blue border. His legs hung out into the street, 
and his brilliant colour stood out in wonderful 
contrast to the dark skin of a naked Egyptian 
boy, who crouched at his feet with a cage full 
of doves. 

• A long square cloak, and an indispensable part of the dress 
of the Greeks. 
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The young Greek sitting on the window- 
counter had a golden fillet on his oiled and 
perfumed curls, sandals of the finest leather on 
his feet, and even in these humble surroundings 
looked elegant — but even more merry than 
elegant — for the whole of his handsome face 
was radiant with smiles while he tied two 
small rosy -grey turtle-doves with ribands of 
rose-coloured bombyx silk to the graceful basket 
in which they were sitting, and then slipped a 
costly gold bracelet over the heads of the frigh- 
tened birds, and attached it to their wings with 
a white silk tie. 

When he had finished this work he held the 
basket up, looked at it with a smile of satisfac- 
tion, and he was in the very act of handing it to 
the black boy when he caught sight of Publius, 
who went up to him from the garden-fence. 

“In the name of all the gods, Lysias,” cried 
the Roman, without greeting his friend, “what 
fool’s trick are you at there again! Are you 
turned oil-seller, or have you taken to training 
pigeons ? ” 



THE SISTERS. 


247 


am the one, and I am doing the other,” 
answered the Corinthian with a laugh, for he it 
was to whom the Roman's speech was ad- 
dressed. “How do you like my nest of young 
doves.** It strikes me as uncommonly pretty, 
and how well the golden circlet that links 
their necks becomes the little creatures!” 

“Here, put out your claws, you black croco- 
dile,” he continued, turning to his little assis- 
tant, “carry the basket carefully into the 4iouse, 
and repeat what I say, ‘From the love-sick 
Lysias to the fair Irene' — Only look, Publius, 
how the little monster grins at me with his 
white teeth. You shall hear that his Greek is 
far less faultless than his teeth. Prick up your ears, 
you little ichneumon — now once more repeat 
what you are to say in there — do you see — 
where I am pointing with my finger.? — to the 
master or to the lady who shall take the doves 
from you.” 

With much pitiful stammering the boy re- 
peated the Corinthian's message to Irene, and 
as he stood there with his mouth wide open. 
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Lysias, who was an expert at ‘Mucks and 
drakes'' on the water, neatly tosse^i into it a 
Slider drachma. This mouthful was much to 
the little rascal's taste, for after he had taken 
the coin out of his mouth he stood with wide- 
open jaws opposite his liberal master, waiting 
for another throw; Lysias however boxed him 
lightly on his ears, and chucked him under the 
chin, saying as he snapped the boy’s teeth to- 
gether : 

“Now carry up the birds and wait for the 
answer.” 

“This offering is to Irene, then?” said 
Publius. “We have not met for a long time; 
where were you all day yesterday?” 

“It will be far more entertaining to hear 
what you were about all the night long. You 
are dressed as if you had come straight here 
from Rome. Euergetes has already sent for 
you once this morning, and the queen twice; 
she is over head and ears in love with you.” 

“Folly! Tell me now what you were doing 
all yesterday.” 
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^'Tell me first where you have been.** 

had to go some distance and will tell 
you all about it later, but not now; and I en- 
countered strange things on my way — aye, I 
may say extraordinary things. Before sunrise 
I found a bed in the inn yonder, and to my 
own great surprise I slept so soundly that I 
awoke only two hours since.** 

‘‘That is a very meagre report; but 1 know 
of old that if you do not choose to speak no 
god could drag a syllable from you. As re- 
gards myself I should do myself an injury by 
being silent, for my heart is like an over-loaded 
beast of burden and talking will relieve it. Ah! 
Publius, my fate to-day is that of the helpless 
Tantalus, who sees juicy pears bobbing about 
under his nose and tempting his hungry 
stomach, and yet they never let him catch 
hold of them, only look — in there dwells Irene, 
the pear, the peach, the pomegranate, and my 
thirsting heart is consumed with longing for 
her. You may laugh — but to-day Paris might 
meet Helen with impunity, for Eros has shot 
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hi's whole store of arrows into me. You cannot 
see them, but I can feel them, for not one of 
them has he drawn out of the wound. And the 
darling little thing herself is not wholly un- 
touched by the winged boy's darts. She has 
confessed so much to me myself. It is im- 
possible for me to refuse her anything, and so 
I was fool enough to swear a horrible oath 
that I would not try to see her till she was re- 
united to her tall solemn sister, of whom I am 
exceedingly afraid. Yesterday I lurked outside 
this house just as a hungry wolf in cold weather 
sneaks about a temple where lambs are being 
sacrificed, only to see her, or at least to hear a 
word from her lips, for when she speaks it is 
like the song of nightingales — but all in vain. 
Early this morning I came back to the city and 
to this spot ; and as hanging about for ever was 
of no use, I bought up the stock of the old oil- 
seller, who is asleep there in the corner, and 
settled myself in his stall, for here no one can 
escape me, who enters or quits Apollodorus' 
house — and, besides, I am only forbidden to 
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visit Irene; she herself allows me to send her 
greetings, and no one forbids me, not even 
Apollodorus, to whom I spoke an hour ago/' 

“And that basket of birds that your dusky 
errand-boy carried into the house just now, was 
such a 'greeting?'" 

“Of course — that is the third already. First 
I sent her a lovely nosegay of fresh pome- 
granate blossoms, and with it a few verses I 
hammered out in the course of the night;* then 
a basket of peaches which she likes very much, 
and now the doves. And there lie her answers 
— the dear, sweet creature! For my nosegay I 
got this red riband, for the fruit this peach 
with a piece bitten out. Now I am anxious to 
see what I shall get for my doves. I bought 
that little brown scamp in the market, and I 
shall take him with me to Corinth as a remem- 
brance of Memphis, if he brings me back some- 
thing pretty this time. There, I hear the door, 
that is he ; come here youngster, what have you 
brought?" 

Publius stood with his arms crossed behind 
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his back, hearing and watching the excited 
speech and gestures of his friend who seemed 
to him, to-day more than ever, one of those 
careless darlings of the gods, whose audacious 
proceedings give us pleasure because they match 
with their appearance and manner, and we feel 
they can no more help their vagaries than a 
tree can help blossoming. As soon as Lysias 
spied a small packet in the boy’s hand he did 
not take it from him but snatched up the child, 
who was by no means remarkably small, by the 
leather belt that fastened up his loin-cloth, 
tossed him up as if he were a plaything, and 
set him down on the table by his side, ex- 
claiming: 

“I will teach you to fly, my little hippo- 
potamus ! Now, show me what you have got.” 

Me hastily took the packet from the hand 
of the youngster, who looked quite disconcerted, 
weighed it in his hand and said, turning to 
Tublius: 

“There is something tolerably heavy in this 
— what can it contain?” 
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“I am quite inexperienced in such matters,” 
replied the Roman. 

'‘And I much experienced,” answered Lysias. 
“It might be, wait — it might be the clasp of 
her girdle in here. Feel, it is certainly some- 
thing hard.” 

Publius carefully felt the packet that the 
Corinthian held out to him, with his fingers, 
and then said with a smile: 

“I can guess what you have there, and if I 
am right I shall be much pleased. Irene, I be- 
lieve, has returned you the gold bracelet on a 
little wooden tablet.” 

“Nonsense!” answered Lysias. “The orna- 
ment was prettily wrought and of some value, 
and every girl is fond of ornaments.” 

“Your Corinthian friends are, at any rate. 
But look what the wrapper contains.” 

“Do you open it,” said the Corinthian. 

Publius first untied a thread, then unfolded 
a small piece of white linen, and came at last 
to an object wrapped in a bit of flimsy, cheap 
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papyrus. When this last envelope was re- 
moved, the bracelet was in fact discovered, 
and under it lay a small wax tablet. 

Lysias was by no means pleased with this 
discovery, and looked disconcerted and annoyed 
at the return of his gift; but he soon mastered 
his vexation, and said turning to his friend, who 
was not in the least maliciously triumphant, 
but who stood looking thoughtfully at the 
ground. 

*'Here is something on the little tablet — the 
sauce no doubt to the peppered dish she has set 
before me.” 

Still, eat it,’' interrupted Publius. “It may 
do you good for the future.” 

Lysias took the tablet in his hand, and 
after considering it carefully on both sides he 
said : 

“It belongs to the sculptor, for there is his 
name. And there — why she has actually spiced 
the sauce or, if you like it better the bitter dose, 
with verses. They are written more clearly than 
beautifully, still they are of the learned sort.” 
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**Well?” asked the Roman with curiosity, as 
Lysias read the lines to himself; the Greek did 
not look up from the writing but sighed softly, 
and rubbing the side of his finely-cut nose with 
his fii iger he replied : 

“Very pretty, indeed, for any one to whom 
they are not directly addressed. Would you like 
to hear the distich?'^ 

“Read it to me, I beg of you.” 

“Well then,” said the Corinthian, and sigh- 
ing again he read aloud: 

* Sweet is the lot of the couple whom love has united ; 

But gold is a debt, and needs must at once be restored.’ 

“There, that is the dose. But doves are not 
human creatures, and I know at once what my 
answer shall be. Give me the fibula, Publius, 
that clasps that cloak in whi^h you look like 
one of your own messengers. I will write my 
answer on the wax.” 

The Roman handed to Lysias the golden 
circlet armed with a strong pin, and while he 
stood holding his cloak together with his hands, 
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as he was anxious to avoid recognition by the 
few passers-by that frequented this street, the 
Corinthian wrote as follows: 

“When doves are courting the lover adorns himself only; 

But when a youth loves, he fain would adorn his beloved. ” 

“Am I allowed to hear it?’' asked Publius, 
and his friend at once read him the lines; then 
he gave the tablet to the boy, With the bracelet 
which he hastily wrapped up again, and desired 
him to take it back immediatel5^ to the fair 
Irene. But the Roman detained the lad, and 
laying his hand on the Greek’s shoulder, he 
asked him, 

“And if the young girl accepts this gift, and 
after it many more besides — since you are rich 
enough to make her presents to her heart’s 
content — what then, Lysias?” 

“What then?” repeated the other with more 
indecision and embarrassment than was his 
wont. “Then I will wait forKlea’s return home 
and — Aye! you may laugh at me, but I have 
been thinking seriously of marrying this girl, 
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and taking her with me to Corinth. I am my* 
father's only son, and for the last three years 
he has given me no peace. He is bent on my 
mother’s finding me a wife or on my choosing 
one for myself And if I took him the pitch- 
black sister of this swarthy lout I believe he 
would be glad. I never was more madly in 
love with any girl than with this little Irene, as 
true as I am your friend ; but I know why you 
are looking at me with a frown like Zeus the 
Thunderer. You know of what consequence our 
family is in Corinth, and when I think of that, 
then to be sure — ” 

“Then to be sure?” enquired the Roman in 
a sharp, grave tone. 

“Then I reflect that a water-bearer — 
the daughter of an outlawed man, in our 
house — ” 

“And do you consider mine as being any 
less illustrious in Rome than your own is in 
Corinth?” asked Publius sternly. 

“On the contrary, Publius Cornelius Scipio 
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Nasica. We are important by our wealth, you 
by your power and estates.*' 

‘‘So it is — and yet I am about to conduct 
Irene’s sister Klea as my lawful wife to my fa- 
ther’s house.” 

“You are going to do that!” cried Lysias 
springing from his seat, and flinging himself on 
the Roman’s breast, though at this moment a 
party of Egyptians were passing by in the de- 
serted street “Then all is well, then— oh! what 
a weight is taken off my mind! — then Irene shall 
be my wife as sure as I live! Oh Eros and 
Aphrodite and Father Zeus and Apollo! how 
happy I am! I feel as if the biggest of the Py 
ramids yonder had fallen off my heart Now, 
you rascal, run up and carry to the fair Irene, 
the betrothed of her faithful Lysias — mark what 
I say — carry her at once this tablet and brace- 
let But you will not say it right; I will write 
here above my distich: ‘From the faithful Ly- 
sias to the fair Irene his future wife’. There — 
and now I think she will not send the thing 
back again, good girl that she is ! Listen, rascal, 
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if she keeps it you may swallow cakes to-day 
out on the Grand Square till you burst — and yet 
I have only just paid five gold pieces Tor you. 
Will she keep the bracelet, Publius — yes or 
no.” 

"‘She will keep it.” 

A few minutes later the boy came hurrying 
back, and pulling the Greek vehemently by his 
dress, he cried. 

'‘Come, come with me, into the house.” Ly- 
sias with a light and graceful leap sprang right 
over the little fellow’s head, tore open the door, 
and spread out his arms as he caught sight of 
Irene, who, though trembling like a hunted ga- 
zelle, flew down the narrow ladder-like stairs to 
meet him, and fell on his breast laughing and 
crying and breathless. 

In an instant their lips met, but after this 
first kiss she tore herself from his arms, rushed 
up the stairs again, and then, from the top step, 
shouted joyously: 

“I could not help seeing you this once! 
now farewell till Klea comes, then we meet 
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again,” and she vanished into an upper 
room. 

Lysias turned to his friend like one intoxi- 
cated, he threw himself down on his bench, and 
said: 

‘‘Now the heavens may fall, nothing can 
trouble me! Ye immortal gods, how fair the 
world is!” 

“Strange boy!” exclaimed the Roman, in- 
terrupting his friend’s rapture. “You cannot 
stay for ever in this dingy stall.” 

“I will not stir from this spot till Klea 
comes. The boy there shall fetch me victuals 
as an old sparrow feeds his young; and if ne- 
cessary I will lie here for a week, like the 
little sardines they preserve in oil at Alexan- 
dria.” 

“I hope you will have only a few hours 
to wait; but I must go, for I am planning a 
rare surprise for King Euergetes on his birth- 
day, and must go to the palace. The festival 
is already in full swing. Only listen how they 

are sl\outing and calling down by the har- 
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hour; I fancy I can hear the name of Euer- 
getes.'’ 

“Present my compliments to the fat mon- 
ster! May we meet again soon — brother-in- 
law!” 
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CHAPTER XI. 

King Euergetes was pacing restlessly up 
and down the lofty room which his brother 
had furnished with particular magnificence to 
be his reception room. Hardly had the sun 
risen on the morning of his birthday when he 
had betaken himself to the temple of Ptah with 
a numerous suite — before his brother Philo- 
metor could set out — in order to sacrifice there, 
to win the good graces of the High Priest of 
the sanctuary, and to question of the oracle of 
Apis. All had fallen out well, for the sacred 
bull had eaten out of his hand; and yet he 
would have been more glad — though it should 
have disdained the cake he offered it, if only 
Eulaius had brought him the news that the plot 
against the Roman’s life had been successful. 

Gift after gift, addresses of congratulation 
from every district of the country, priestly 
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<jecrees drawn up in his honour and engraved 
on tablets of hard stone, lay on every table or 
leaned against the walls of the vast hall which 
the guests had just quitted. Only Hierax, the 
king’s friend, remained with him, supporting 
himself, while he waited for some sign from his 
sovereign, on a high throne made of gold and 
ivory and richly decorated with gems, which 
had been sent to the king by the Jewish com- 
munity of Alexandria. 

The great commander knew his master well, 
and knew too that it was not prudent to ad- 
dress him when he looked as he did now. But 
Euergetes himself was aware of the need for 
speech, and he began, without pausing in his 
walk or looking at his dignified friend: 

“Even the Philobasilistes have proved cor- 
rupt; my soldiers in the citadel are more 
numerous and are better men too than those 
that have remained faithful to l^hilometor, and 
there ought to be nothing more for me to do 
but to stir up a brief clatter of swords on 
shields, to spring upon the throne, and to have 
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myself proclaimed king; but I will never go 
into the field with the strongest division of the 
enemy in my rear. My brother’s head is on my 
sister’s shoulders, and so long as I am not cer- 
tain of her — ” 

A chamberlain rushed into the room as the 
king spoke, and interrupted him by shouting 
out,: 

“ Queen Cleopatra.” 

A smile of triumph flashed across the fea- 
tures of the young giant; he flung himself with 
an air of indifference on to a purple divan, and 
desired that a magnificent lyre made of ivory, 
and presented to him by his sister, should be 
brought to him ; on it was carved with wonder- 
ful skill and delicacy a representation of the 
first marriage, that of Cadmus with Harmonia, 
at which all the gods had attended as guests. 

Euergetes grasped the chords with wonder- 
ful vigour and mastery, and began to play a 
wedding march, in which eager triumph alter- 
nated with tender whisperings of love and 
longing. 
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The chamberlain, whose duty it was to in- 
troduce the queen to her brother's' presence, 
wished to interrupt this performance of his 
sovereign’s; but Cleopatra held him back, and 
stood listening at the door with her children 
till Euergetes had brought the air to a rapid 
conclusion with a petulant sweep of the strings, 
and a loud and ear-piercing discord ; then he 
flung his lute on the couch and rose with well- 
feigned surprise, going forward to meet the 
queen as if, absorbed in playing, he had not 
heard her approach. 

He greeted his sister affectionately, holding 
out both his hands to her, and spoke to the 
children — who were not afraid of him, for he 
knew how to play madcap games with them like 
a great frolicsome boy — welcoming them as 
tenderly as if he were their own father. 

He could not weary of thanking Cleopatra 
for her thoughtful present — so appropriate to 
him, who like Cadmus longed to boast of having 
mastered Harmonia, and finally — she not hav- 
ing found a word to say — he took her by the 
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hand to exhibit to her the presents sent him by 
her husband and from the provinces. But Cleo- 
patra seemed to take little pleasure in all these 
things, and said: 

''Yes, everything is admirable, just as it has 
always been every year for the last twenty 
years; but I did not come here to see but to 
listen.*’ 

Her brother was radiant with satisfaction; 
she on the contrary was pale and grave, and 
could only now and then compel herself to a 
forced smile. 

"I fancied,” said Euergetes, "that your de- 
sire to wish me joy was the principal thing that 
had brought you here, and, indeed, my vanity 
requires me to believe it. Philometor was with 
me quite early, and fulfilled that duty with 
touching affection. When will he go into the 
banqucting-hall ? ” 

"In half an hour; and till then tell me, I 
entreat you, what yesterday you — ” 

"The best events arc those that are long in 
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preparing,” interrupted her brother. "May I 
ask you to let the children, with their at- 
tendants, retire for a few minutes into the inner 
rooms ? ” 

"At once!” cried Cleopatra eagerly, and she 
pushed her eldest boy, who clamorously in- 
sisted on remaining with his uncle, violently out 
of the door without giving his attendant time 
to quiet him or take him in her arms. 

While she was endeavouring, with angry 
scolding and cross words, to hasten the children’s 
departure, Eulaeus came into the room. Euer- 
getes, as soon as he saw him, set every limb 
with rigid resolve, and drew breath so deeply 
that his broad chest heaved high, and a strong 
respiration parted his lips as he went forward 
to meet the eunuch, slowly but with an enquir- 
ing look. 

Eulaeus cast a significant glance at Hierax 
and Cleopatra, went quite close up to the king, 
whispered a few words into his ear, and an- 
swered his brief questions in a low voice. 

"It is well,” said Euergetes at last, and with 
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a decisive gesture of his hand he dismissed 
Eulseus and his friend from the room. 

Then he stood, as pale as death, his teeth 
set in his under-lip, and gazing blankly at the 
ground. 

He had his will; Publius Cornelius Scipio 
lived no more; his ambition might reach with- 
out hindrance the utmost limits of his desires, 
and yet he could not rejoice; he could not escape 
from a deep horror of himself, and he struck 
his broad forehead with his clenched fists. He 
was face to face with his first dastardly murder. 

‘‘And what news does Eulaeus bring?” asked 
Cleopatra in anxious excitement, for she had 
never before seen her brother like this; but he 
did not hear these words, and it was not till 
she had repeated them with more insistance 
that he collected himself, stared at her from 
head to foot with a fixed, gloomy expression, 
and then, letting his hand fall on her shoulder 
so heavily that her knees bent under her and 
she gave a little cry, asked her in a low but 
meaning tone: 
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''Are you strong enough to bear to hear 
great news?"’ 

“Speak/^ she said in a low voice, and her 
eyes were fixed on his lips while she pressed 
her hand on her heart Her anxiety to hear 
fettered her to him, as with a tangible tie, and 
he, as if he must burst it by the force of his 
utterance, said with awful solemnity, in his 
deepest tones and emphasizing every syl- 
lable : • 

“Publius Cornelius Scipio Nasica is dead.” 

At these words Cleopatra’s pale cheeks were 
suddenly dyed with a crimson glow, and clench- 
ing her little hands she struck them together, 
and exclaimed with flashing eyes: 

“I hoped so!” 

Euergetes withdrew a step from his sister, 
and said: 

“You were right. It is not only among the 
race of gods that the most fearful of all are 
women 1 ” 

“Wliat have you to say.^” retorted Cleopatra. 
“And am I to believe that a toothache has kept 
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the Roman away from the banquet yesterday, 
and again from coming to see me to-day? Am 
I to repeat, after you, that he died of it? Now, 
speak out, for it rejoices my heart to hear it; 
where and how did the insolent hypocrite meet 
his end?** 

“A serpent stung him,** replied Euergetes, 
turning from his sister. ^'It was in the desert, 
not far from the Apis-tombs.” 

“He had an assignation in the Necropolis 
at midnight — it would seem to have begun 
more pleasantly than it ended?** 

Euergetes nodded assent to the question, and 
added gravely : 

“His fate overtook him — but I cannot see 
anything very pleasing in the matter?*’ 

“No?** asked the queen. “And do you think 
that I do not know the asp that has ended that 
life in its prime? Do you think that I do not 
know, who set the poisoned serpent on the 
Roman ? You are the assassin, and Eulaeus 
and his accomplices have helped you! Only 
yesterday I would have given my heart’s blood 
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for Publius, and would rather have carried you 
to the grave than him; but to-day, now that I 
know the game the wretch has been playing 
with me, I would even have taken on myself 
the bloody deed which, as it is, stains your 
hands. Not even a god should treat yqwr 
sister with such contempt — should insult her 
as he has done — and go unpunished ! An- 
other has already met the same fate, as you 
know — Eustorgos, Hipparchon of Bithyriia,* 
who, while he seemed to be dying of love for 
me, was courting Kallistrata my lady in wait- 
ing; ,and the wild beasts and serpents exer- 
cised their dark arts on him too. Eulseus' intel- 
ligence has fallen on you, who are powerful, like 
a cold hand on your heart; in me, the weak 
woman, it rouses unspeakable delight. I gave 
him the best of all a woman has to bestow, and 
he dared, to trample it in the dust; and had I 
no right to require of him that he should pour 
out the best that he had, which was his life, in 
the same way as he had dared to serve mine, 
which is my love.!* I have a right to rejoice at 
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his d^ath. Aye! the heav)^ lids now close those 
Bright eyes which could be falser than the stern 
lips that were so. apt to praise truth. The faith- 
less hpart is Ar ever still which could scorn the 
love of a Queen — and for what.^ For whom.^ Oh, 
ye 'pitiful gods!'’ 

With these words the Queen sobbed aloud, 
hastily lifting her hands to cover her eyes, and 
ran to the door by which she had entered her 
brother’s rooms. 

But Euergetes stood in her way, and said 
sternly and positively: 

“You are to stay here till I return. Collect 
yourself, for at the next event which this mo- 
mentous day will bring forth it will be my turn 
to laugh while your blood shall run cold.'’ And 
with a few swift steps he left the hall. 

Cleopatra buried her face in the soft cushions 
of the couch, and wept without ceasing, till she 
was presently startled by loud cries and the 
clatter of arms. Her quick wit told her what 
was happening. In frantic haste she flew to 
the door but it was locked; no shaking, no 
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screaming, no thumping seemed to reach the 
ears of the guard whom she heard monoton- 
ously walking up and down outside her pri- 
son. 

And now the tumult and clang of arms 
grew louder and louder, and the rattle of drums 
and blare of trumpets began to mingle with the 
sound. She rushed to the window in mortal 
fear, and looked down into the palace yard; 
at that same instant the door of the great ban- 
queting hall was flung open, and a flying crowd 
streamed out in distracted confusion— then an- 
other, and a third — all troops in king Philome- 
tor s uniform. She ran to the door of the room 
into which she had thrust her children; that 
too was locked. In her desperation she once 
more sprang to the window, shouted to the 
flying Macedonians to halt and make a stand — 
threatening and entreating; but no one heard 
her, and their number constantly increased, till 
at length she saw her husband standing on the 
threshold of the great hall with a gaping wound 
on his forehead, and defending himself bravely 

The SUiers. IJ. 1 8 



274 SISTERS. 

and stoutly with buckler and sword against the 
body-guard of his own brother, who were press- 
ing him sorely. In agonised excitement she 
shouted encouraging words to him, and he 
seemed to hear her, for with a strong sweep of 
his shield he struck his nearest antagonist to 
the earth, sprang with a mighty leap into the 
midst of his flying adherents, and vanished with 
them through the passage which led to the 
palace stables. 

The Queen sank fainting on her knees by 
the window, and, through the gathering shades 
of her swoon her dulled senses still were con- 
scious of the trampling of horses, of a shrill 
trumpet-blast, and at last of a swelling and 
echoing shout of triumph with cries of, 

“Hail! hail to the son of the Sun — Hail to 
the uniter of the two kingdoms; Hail to the 
king of Upper and Lower Egypt, to Euergetes 
the god.” 

But at the last words she recovered con- 
sciousness entirely and started up. She looked 
down into the court again, and there saw her 
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brother borne along on her husband's throne- 
litter by dignitaries and nobles. Side by side 
with the traitor's body-guard marched her own 
and Philometor’s Philobasilistes and Diadoches. 

The magnificent train went out of the great 
court of the palace, and then — as she heard the 
chanting of priests — she realised that she had 
lost her crown, and knew whither her faithless 
brother was proceeding. 

She ground her teeth as her fancy painted 
all that was now about to happen. Euergetes 
was being borne to the temple of Ptah, and 
proclaimed by its astonished chief- priests, as 
King of Upper and Lower Egypt, and successor 
to Philometor. Four pigeons would be let fly 
in his presence to announce to the four quarters 
of the heavens that a new sovereign had mounted 
the throne of his fathers, and amid prayer and 
sacrifice a golden sickle would be presented to 
him with which, according to ancient custom, 
he would cut an ear of corn. 

Betrayed by her brother, abandoned by her 

husband, parted from her children, scorned by 

18^ 
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the man she had loved, dethroned and power- 
less, too weak and too utterly crushed to dream 
of revenji^e — she spent two interminably long 
hours in the keenest anguish of mind, shut up 
in her prison which was overloaded with splen- 
dour and with gifts. If poison had been within 
her reach, in that hour she would unhesitatingly 
have put an end to her ruined life. Now she 
walked restlessly up and down, asking herself 
whaf her fate would be, and now she flung her- 
self on the couch and gave herself up to dull 
despair. 

There lay the lyre she had given to her 
brother; her eye fell on the relievo of the mar- 
riage of Cadmus and Harmonia, and on the 
figure of a woman who was offering a jewel to 
the bride. The bearer of the gift was the 
goddess of love, and the ornament she gave — 
so ran the legend — brought misfortune on those 
who inherited it. All the darkest hours of her 
life revived in her memory, and the blackest of 
them all had come upon her as the outcome 
of Aphrodite’s gifts. She thought with a shud- 
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der of the murdered Roman, and remembered 
the moment when Eulaeus had told her that 
her Bithynian lover had been killed by wild 
beasts. She rushed from one door to another 
— the victim of the avenging Eumenides — 
shrieked from the window for rescue and help, 
and in that one hour lived through a whofe 
year of agonies and terrors. 

At last — at last, the door of the room was 
opened, and Euergetes came towards her,* clad 
in the purple, with the crown of the two coun- 
tries on his grand head, radiant with triumph 
and delight. 

“All hail to you, sister!'’ he exclaimed in a 
cheerful tone, and lifting the heavy crown from 
his curling hair. “You ought to be proud to- 
day, for your own brother has risen to high 
estate, and is now King of Upper and Lower 
Egypt.” 

Cleopatra turned from him, out he followed 
her and tried to take her hand. She however 
snatched it away, exclaiming: 

“Fill up the measure of your deeds, and in- 
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suit the woman whom you have robbed and 
made a widow. It was with a prophecy on 
your lips that you went forth just now to per- 
petrate your greatest crime ; but it falls on your 
own head, for you laugh over our misfortune — 
and it cannot regard me, for my blood does not 
run cold; I am not overwhelmed nor hopeless, 
and I shall—” 

“You,” interrupted Euergetes, at first with 
a loud voice, which presently became as gentle 
as though he were revealing to her the prospect 
of a future replete with enjoyment, “You shall 
retire to your roof-tent with your children, and 
there you shall be read to as much as you like, 
eat as many dainties as you can, wear as many 
splendid dresses as you can desire, receive my 
visits and gossip with me as often as my society 
may seem agreeable to you — as yours is to me 
now and at all times. Besides all this you may 
display your sparkling wit before as many Greek 
and Jewish men of letters or learning as you 
can command, till each and all are dazzled to 
blindness. Perhaps even before that you may 
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ivin back your freedom, and with it a full 
treasury, a stable full of noble horses, and a 
magnificent residence ia the royal palace on the 
Bruchion in gay Alexandria. It depends only 
on how soon our brother Philometor — who 
fought like a lion this morning — perceives that 
he is more fit to be a commander of horse, a 
lute-player, an attentive host of word-splitting 
guests — than the ruler of a kingdom. Now, is it 
not worthy of note to those who, like yon and 
me, sister, love to investigate the phenomena of 
our spiritual life, that this man — who in peace 
is as yielding as wax, as weak as a reed — is as 
tough and as keen in battle as a finely tempered 
sword? We hacked bravely at each other’s 
shields, and I owe this slash here on my shoul- 
der to him. If Hierax — who is in pursuit of him 
with his horsemen— is lucky and catches him in 
time, he will no doubt give up the crown of his 
own freewill.” 

“Then he is not yet in your power, and he 
had time to mount a horse!” cried Cleopatra, 
her eyes sparkling with satisfaction; “then all is 



28 o 


THE SISTERS. 


not yet lost for us. If Philometor can but reach 
Rome, and lay our case before the Senate — 
“Then he might certainly have some pro- 
spect of help from the Republic, for Rome does 
not love to see a strong king on the throne of 
Egypt,” said Euergetes. “But you have lost 
your mainstay by the Tiber, and I am about 
^to rnake all the Scipios and the whole gens 
Cornelia my staunch allies, for I mean to have 
the deceased Roman burnt with the finest 
cedar- wood and Arabian spices; sacrifices shall 
be slaughtered at the same time as if he had 
been a reigning king, and his ashes shall be 
sent to Ostia and Rome in the costliest specimen 
of Vasa murrhina* that graces my treasure-house, 
and on a ship specially fitted, and escorted by 
the noblest of my friends. The road to the 
rampart of a hostile city lies over corpses, and 
I, as general and king — ” 

Euergetes suddenly broke off in his sentence. 


♦ The material of which these highly esteemed vases were 
made is not certainly known. It was possibly a fine kind of 
glass . — Life of the Greeks and Romans, Guhl and KONER. 
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for a loud noise and vehement talking were 
heard outside the door. Cleopatra too had not 
failed to observe it, and 4istened with alert at- 
tention; for on such a day and in these apart- 
ments every dialogue, every noise in the king’s 
ante-chamber might be of grave purport. 

Euergetes did not deceive himself in^ this 
matter any more than his sister, and he went*' 
towards the door holding the sacrificial sickle, 
which formed part of his regalia, in his right hand. 
But he had not crossed the room when Eulaeus 
rushed in, as pale as death, and calling out to 
his sovereign: 

‘^The murderers have betrayed us; Publius 
Scipio is alive, and insists on, being admitted to 
speak with you.” 

The king’s armed hand fell by his side, and 
for a moment he gazed blankly into vacanc;^ 
but the next instant he had recovered himself, 
and roared in a voice which lilled the room 
like rolling thunder: 

“Who dares to. hinder the entrance of my 
friend Publius Cornelius Scipio.^ And are you 
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still here, Eulaeus — you scoundrel and you vil- 
lain! The first case that I, as King of Upper 
and Lower Egypt, shall open for trial will be 
that which this man — who is your foe and my 
friend — proposes to bring against you. Wel- 
come! most welcome on my birthday, my noble 
friend!” 

The last words were addressed to Publius, 
who now entered the room with stately dignity, 
and 61ad in the ample folds of the white toga 
worn by Romans of high birth. He held a 
sealed roll or despatch in his right hand, and. 
while he bowed respectfully to Cleopatra, he 
seemed entirely to overlook the hands King 
Euergetes held out in welcome. After his first 
greeting had been disdained by the Roman, 
Euergetes would not have offered him a second 
if his life had depended on it. He crossed his 
arms with royal dignity, and said: 

‘T am grieved to receive your good wishes 
the last of all that have been offered me on this 
happy day.” • 

“Then you must have changed your mind,” 
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replied Publius, drawing up his slight figure, 
which was taller than the kings. ‘*You have 
no lack of docile instruments, and last night 
you were fully determined to receive my first 
congratulations in the realm of shades.” 

‘'My sister,” answered Euergetes, shrugging 
his shoulders, "was only yesterday singing the 
praises of your uncultured plainness of speech; 
hut to-day it is your pleasure to speak in riddles 
like an Egyptian oracle. ’ * 

"They cannot, however, be difficult to solve 
by you and your minions,” replied Publius 
coldly, as he pointed to Eulaeus. "The serpents 
which you command have powerful poisons and 
.sharp fangs at their disposal; this time, how- 
ever, they mistook their victim, and have sent a 
poor recluse of Scrapis to Hades instead of one 
of their king’s guests.” * 

"Your enigma is harder than ever,” cried the 
king. "My intelligence at least is unequal to 
solve it, and I must request you to speak in 
less dark language or else to explain your 
meaning.” 
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“Later, I will,” said Publius emphatically^ 
“but these things concern myself alone, and I 
stand here ^now commissioned by the State of 
Rome which I serve. To-day Juventius Thalna 
will arrive here as ambassador from the Re- 
public, and this document from the Senate ac- 
credits me as its representative until his arrival.” 

Euergetes took the sealed roll which Publius 
offered to him. While he tore it open, and 
hastil)?' looked through its contents, the door 
was again thrown open and Hierax, the king’s 
trusted friend, appeared on the threshold with a 
flushed face and hair in disorder. 

“We have him 1” he cried before he came 
in. “He fell from his horse near Heliopolis.” 

“Philometor.^” screamed Cleopatra, flinging 
herself upon Hierax. “He fell from his horse — 
you have murdered him.^” 

The tone in which the words were said was 
so full of grief and horror that the General said 
compassionately : 

“Calm yourself, noble lady; your husband’s 
wound in the forehead is not dangerous. The 
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physicians in the great hall of the temple of the 
Sun bound it up, and allowed me to bring him 
hither on a litter.” 

"t 

Without hearing Hierax to the end Cleo- 
patra flew towards the door, but Euergetes 
barred her way and gave his orders with that 
decision which characterised him, and which 
forbade all contradiction: 

‘^You will remain here till I myself con- 
duct you to him. I wish to have you both near 
me.” 

‘'So that you may force us by every 
torment to resign the throne ! ” cried Cleopatra. 
“You are in luck to-day, and we are your 
prisoners.” 

“You are free, noble queen,” said the Roman 
to the poor woman, who was trembling in every 
limb. “And on the strength of my pleni- 
potentiary powers I here demand the liberty of 
King Philometor, in the name of the Senate of 
Rome.” 

At these words the blood mounted to 
King Euergetes’ face and eyes, and, hardly 
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master of himself, he stammered out rather than 
said: 

“Popilius Laenas drew a circle round my 
uncle Antiochus, and threatened him with the 
enmity of Rome if he dared to overstep it You 
might excel the example set you by your bold 
countryman — whose family indeed was far less 
illustrious than yours — but I — I — ” 

*‘You are at liberty to oppose the will of 
Romd,” interrupted Publius with dry formality, 
“but, if you venture on it, Rome, by me, will 
withdraw her friendship. 1 stand here in the 
name of the Senate, whose purpose it is to up- 
hold the treaty which snatched this country from 
the Syrians, and by which you and your brother 
pledged yourselves to divide the realm of Egypt 
between you. It is not in my power to alter 
what has happened here ; but it is incumbent on 
me so to act as to enable Rome to distribute to 
each of you that which is your due, according 
to the treaty ratified by the Republic. In all 
questions which bear upon that compact Rome 
alone must decide, and it is my duty to take 
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care that the plaintiff is not prevented from ap- 
pearing alive and free before his protectors. So, 
ill the name of the Senate, King Euergetes, I 
require you to permit King Philometor your 
brother, and Queen Cleopatra your sister, to 
proceed hence, whithersoever they will." Euer- 
getes, breathing hard in impotent fury, alter- 
nately doubling his fists, and extending his 
quivering fingers, stood opposite the Roman 
who looked enquiringly in his face with cool 
composure; for a short space both were silent 
Then Euergetes, pushing his hands through his 
hair, shook his head violently from side to side, 
and exclaimed: 

“Thank the Senate from me, and say that I 
know what we owe to it, and admire the wis- 
dom which prefers to see Egypt divided rather 
than united in one strong hand — Philometor is 
free, and you also Cleopatra.” 

P'or a moment he was again silent, then he 
laughed loudly, and cried to the Queen : 

“As for you sister — your tender heart will 



388 


THE SISTERS. 


of course bear you on the wings of love to the 
side of your wounded husband. ” 

Cleopatra’s pale cheeks had Hushed scarlet 
at the Roman’s speech; she vouchsafed an- 
swer to her brothers ironical address, bqt “ad- 
vanced proudly to the door. As she passed 
Publius she said with a farewell wave of her 
pretty hand. 

“We are much indebted to the Senate."' 

Publius bowed low, and she, turning away 
from him, quit^ted the room. 

“You have forgotten your fan, and your 
children!” the king called after her; but Cleo- 
patra did not hear his words, for, once outside 
her brother’s apartment, all her forced and as- 
sumed composure flew to the winds ; she clasped 
her hands on her temples, and rushed down the 
broad stairs of the palace as if she were pursued 
by fiends. 

When the sound of her steps had died away, 
Euergetes turned to the Roman and said: 

“Now, as you have fulfilled what you deem 
to be your duty, I beg of you to explain the 
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meaning of your dark speeches just now, for 
they were addressed to Euergetes the man, and 
not the king. If I understood you rightly you 
meaht to imply that your life had been at- 
tempted, and that one of those extraordinary 
old men devoted to Serapis had been mur- 
dered instead of you.” 

“By your orders and those of your acconv 
plice Eulaeus,” answered Publius coolly. 

“Eulaeus, come here!” thundered the king 
to the trembling courtier, with ^ fearful and 
threatening glare in his eyes. “Have you hired 
murderers to kill my friend — this noble guest 
of our royal house — because he threatened to 
bring your crimes to light?” 

“Mercy!” whimpered Eulseus sinking on his 
knees before the king. 

“He confesses his crime!” cried Euergetes; 
he laid his hand on the girdle of his weeping 
subordinate, and commanded Hierax to hand 
him over without delay to the watch, and to 
have him hanged before all beholders by the 
great gate of the citadel. Eulaeus tried to pray 

The Sisters. II. ^ ^9 
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for mercy and to speak, but the powerful officer, 
wljo hated the contemptible wretch, dragged 
him up, and out of the room. 

You were quite right to lay your complaint 
before me,” said Euergetes while Eulaeus’ cries 
and howls were still audible on the stairs. ^'And 
you see that I know how to punish those who 
dUre to offend a guest.” 

*'He has only met with the portion he has 
deserved for years,” replied Publius. “But now 
that we stand face to face, man to man, I must 
close my account with you too. In your service 
and by your orders Eula^us set two assassins to 
lie in wait for me — ” 

“Publius Cornelius Scipio!” cried the king, 
interrupting his enemy in an ominous tone; but 
the Roman went on, calmly and quietly: 

“I am saying nothing that I cannot support 
by witnesses ; and I have truly set forth, in two 
letters, that king Euergetes during the past 
night has attempted the life of an ambassador 
from Rome. One of these despatches is ad- 
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dressed to my father, the other to Popilius Lae- 
nas, and both are already on their way to 
Rome. I have given instructions that they are 
to be opened if, in the course of three months 
reckoned from the present date, I have not 
demanded them back. You see you must 
needs make it convenient to protect my life, 
and to carry out whatever I may require of 
you. If you obey my will in everything I may 
demand, all that has happened this night shall 
remain a secret between you and me and a 
third person, for whose silence I will be answer- 
able; this I promise you, and I never broke my 
word.” 

“Speak,” said the king flinging himself on 
the couch, and plucking the feathers from the 
fan Cleopatra had forgotten, while Publius went 
on speaking. 

“First I demand a free pardon for Philotas 
of Syracuse, ‘relative of the king,* and president 
of the body of the Chrematistes, his immediate 
release, with his wife, from their forced labour, 
and their return from the mines.” 


19 
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‘‘They both are dead/’ said Euergetes, “my 
brother can vouch for it” 

“Then I require you to have it declared by 
special decree that Philotas was condemned un- 
justly , and that he is reinstated in all the 
dignities he was deprived of. I farther demand 
that you permit me and my friend Lysias of 
Corinth, as well as Apollodorus the sculptor, 
to quit Egypt without let or hindrance, and with 
us Kka and Irene, the daughters of Philotas, 
who serve as water-bearers in the temple of 
Serapis. — Do you hesitate as to your re- 
ply?” 

“No,” answered the king, and he tossed 
up his hand. “For this once I have lost the 
game.” 

“The daughters of Philotas, Klea and Irene,” 
continued Publius with imperturbable coolness, 
“are to have the confiscated estates of their 
parents restored to them.” 

“Then your sweetheart’s beauty does not 
satisfy you 1 ” interposed Euergetes satiric- 
ally. 
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‘^It amply satisfies me. My last demand is 
that half of this wealth shall be assigned to the 
temple of Serapis, so that the god may give up 
his serving-maidens willingly, and without rais- 
ing any objections. The other half shall be 
handed over to Dicearchus, my agent in Alex- 
andria, because it is my will that Klea and 
Irene shall not enter my own house or that 0/ 
Lysias in Corinth as wives, without the dowry 
that beseems their rank. Now, within one^hour, 
I must have both the decree and the act of re- 
stitution in my hands, for as soon as Juventius 
Thalna arrives here — and I expect him, as I 
told you this very day — we propose to leave 
Memphis, and to take ship at Alexandria.*’ 

‘^A strange conjuncture!” cried Euergetes. 
“You deprive me alike of my revenge and my 
love, and yet I see myself compelled to wish 
you a pleasant journey. I must offer a sacrifice 
to Poseidon, to the Cyprian goadess, and to the 
Dioscurides that they may vouchsafe your ship 
a favourable voyage, although it will carry the^ 
man who, in the future, can do us more injury 



294 


THE SISTERS. 


at Rome by his bitter hostility, than any 
other." 

“I shall always take the part of which ever 
of you has justice on his side." 

Publius quitted the room with a proud wave 
of his hand, and Euergetes, as soon as the door 
had closed behind the Roman, sprang from his 
fouch, shook his clenched fist in angry threat, 
and cried: 

'‘Vou, you obstinate fellow and your haughty 
patrician clan may do me mischief enough by 
the Tiber; and yet perhaps I may win the game 
in spite of you! 

^‘You cross my path in the name of the 
Roman Senate. If Philometor waits in the 
ante-chambers of consuls and senators we cer- 
tainly may chance to meet there, but I shall also 
try my luck with the people and the tribunes. 

‘Tt is very strange! This head of mine hits 
upon more good ideas in an hour than a cool 
fellow like that has in a year, and yet I am 
beaten by him — and if I am honest I cannot 
but confess that it was not his luck alone, but 
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his shrewdness that gained the victory. He 
may be off as soon as he likes with his proud 
Hera — I can find a dozen Aphrodites in Alexan- 
dria in her place! 

“i resemble Hellas and he Rome, such as 
they are at present. We flutter in the sunshine, 
and seize on all that satisfies our intellect or 
gratifies our senses; they gaze at the earth, but, 
walk on with a firm step to seek power and 
profit. And thus they get ahead of us, anci yet 
— 1 would not change with them/* 


THE END. 
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(Baroness de Bury). 

All for Greed i v. — Love the Avenger 



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. 


3 


Anstey, F. (Gutlirie). 

The Giant's Robe 2 v, — A Fallen Idol 
I V. — The Pariah 3 V. — The Talking 
Horse and other Tales i v. — V oces Populi 
I V. — The Brass Bottle i v. — A Bayard 
from Bengal i v. — Salted Almonds 1 v. 

Antin, Mary (Am.). 

The Promised Land i v. 

Arnold, Sir Edwin, -j- 1904. 

The Light of Asia (with Portrait) i v. 

Arnold, Matthew, j 1888. 

Kssays in Criticism a v. — Essays in Criti- 
cism (Second Series) i v. 

Atherton, Gertrude Franklin 
(Am.). 

American Wives and English Husbands 
r V. — The Californians 1 v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
North 2 V. — The Doomswoman i v. — I'he 
Aiistociats I V. — The Splendid Idle Forties 

1 V. — The Conqueror 2 v. — A Daughter 
• it the Vine tv. — His Fortunate Grace, 
etc. TV. — The Valiant Runaways i v. — 

'J lic Hell in the Fog, and Other Stories i v. 
-- The Travelling Thiids (in Spain) iv. — 
Uc.'dnov IV. — Ancestors 2 v. — The 
Ciiirgeous Isle i V. — Tower of Ivory 2 v. 
- Julia France and her Times 2 v. 

Austen, Jane, f 1817. 

Seosc and Sensibility i v. Mansfield 
Tark i v. — Pride and Prejudice 1 v. — 
Not tlianger Abbey, and Persuasion t v. - 
hnuua 1 V. 

“Autobiography of Lutfullah," 
Author of; vide E. B.Eastwick. 
Avebury, Lord : vide Lubbock. 
Bagot, Richard. 

A Koinan Mystery 2 v. — Casting of Nets 

2 V. — The Just and the Unjust ? v. — 

1 >onna Diana 2 v. — Love’s Proxy i v. — 

1 he Pa.ssport 2 v, — Temptation 2 v. — 
riie Lakes of Northern Italy i v. — An- 
thony Cuthbert 2 v. — The House ofSerra- 
vaile 2 V, — My Italian Year 1 v. — The 
Italians of To-Day 1 v. — DarneJey Place 

Baring -Gould, S. 

Mehalah tv. — John Herring 2 v, — 
Court Royal 2 v. 

Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broome. 
Barrett, Frank. 

The Smuggler’s Secret 1 v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v. 

Barrie, J. M. 

Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy IV. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. — 
The Little White Bird tv. — Peter and 
Wendy i v. I 


Baynes, Rev. Robert H. 

LyraAnglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs 

1 v. 

Beaconsfield: vide Disraeli. 
Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt). 

Tbornicroft’s Model a v. 

Max Beerbohm. 

Zuleikii Dobson i v. 

Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronte — 
Mrs. Nicholls), f 1855. 

Jane l^ro 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Vilietto 

2 V. — The Professor x v. 

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 
f 1848, and Anne, f 1849, 
Bronte). 

Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v. 
Bellamy, Kdward (Air^), \ 1898. 

Looking Backward i v. 

Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.). 

St. Simon’s Niece 2 v,| 

Bennett, Arnold. 

I'he Grand Babylon Hotel i v. — The 
Gates of Wrath tv. — A Great Man t v. 

— Sacred and Piofane Love i v. — Whom 
God hath joined tv. — The Ghost i v. — 
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns x v. — 
Bu’-ied Alive i v. — The Old Wives' Tale 
2 V. - The Glimpse i v. — Helen with the 
High Hand i v. — Clayhanger 2V. — The 
Card IV. — Hilda Lessways i v. — The 
Matador of the Five Towns, and Other 
Stories i v. — Leonora ; a Novel i v. — 
Anna of the I’ive Towns i v. — Those 
United States i v. — The Regent i v. 

(K/d'z? Eden Phillpotts.) 
Benson, E. F. 

Dodo IV. — The Rubicon i v. — Scailet 
anu Hyssop i v. — The Book of Months i v. 

— The Relentless City 1 v. — Mammon 
& Co. 2 V. — The Challoners i v. — An 
Act in a Backwater tv. — The Imago in 
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 

— Paul 2 V. — nie House, of Defence 2 v. 

— Sheaves 2 v. — The ( !limber 2 v. — The 
Blotting Book 1 v. — A Reaping i v. — 
Daisy’s Aunt i v. — The Osbornes i v. — 
Account Rendered i v. — Juggernaut i v. 

— M rs. Ames r v. — The Weaker Vessel 2 v. 

— Thorley Weir i v. 

Benson, Robert Hugh. 
ThcNecioraancers i v. — AWinnowing i v. 

. — None Other Gods i v. — The Dawn of 
All 1 v. — I'be Coward i v. — ComeRack ! 
Come Rope 1 2 v. — An Average Man 2 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, -j- 1901. 

Tbe Revolt of Man x v. — Dorothy 
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Forster 2V. — Children of Gibeon 2v. — 
The World went very well then 2 v. — 
Katharine Kojina i v. — Horr Paulns 2 v. 
— The Inner House 1 v. — The Bell of 
St. Paul’s 2 V. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 V. — Arrnorel of Lyoncsse 2 v. — Ver- 
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. i v. — 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
TheAIaster Craftsman 2V. — A Fountain 
Sealed i v. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
Tlie Fourth Generation 1 v. — The Tady 
of Lynn 2 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901, & 
James Rice, j 1882. 

The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia’s Arbour 
2 V. 

Betham - Edwards, M. 

Tlie Sylvc^tres i v. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Bt other Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled i v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes IV. — Disarmed i v. — T)octor 
Jacob IV. — PeaUa i v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted i v. — The Parting of the Ways 
1 Y. — For One and the World i v. — 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
1 V. — France of To-day 1 v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew i v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions I v. - - The Curb of Honour i v. — 
Fr.'ince of To-day {S/’contt S^rt>s) i v. — A 
Romance of Dijon i v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte IV. — A Storrn-RcntSky r v. — 
Reminiscences i v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest i v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, 1875— 1809 I V. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship IV. — Mock P»eggars’ Hall 1 v. — 
Kastof I’atis 1 V. — A Hrnnblc Lover i v. — 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. 1 v.-- Martha 
Rose, Teacher i v. — 1 he White House 
by the Sea r v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 

In the Midst of Life i v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C. 

Potsherds i v. 

Bisland, E. (Am.): vide Rhoda 
Broughton. 

Bismarck, Prince; vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Gdrlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, William, J i8q8. 

A Daughter of Hcth 2 v. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 V. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v, — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny i v. — The Maidof Killeena, and 
other Stoiics i v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
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Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart, and other 
Stories i v. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v, — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2 V. — Sunrise 2 v. — The BeautifulWretch 
IV, — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M,P. , ni 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; The 
Pupil of Aurelius i v. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judith Shakespeare 
2 V. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. I V. — White Heather 2 v. — Sabina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 v. — In Far Lochaber 
2 v. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. - 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heirnra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales i v. — Wolfenberg 2 v. - 
The Handsome Humes 2 v — Highland 
Cousins 2 v. — Briseis 2 v. — Wild Eelin z v. 

“Black-Box Murder, the," 
Author of. 

Tho Black-Box Murder i v. 

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 
f 1900. 

Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upnioro 
2 v. — Perlycross 2 v. 

“Blackwood.” 

Tales from “Blackwood” (First Series) 
iv. — Talcs from “Blackwood” (Second 
Series) i v. 

Blagden, Isa, -j* 1873. 

The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding i v. 

Blcssington, Countess of (Mar- 
guerite Gardiner), j 1849. 
Meredith i v. — Strathern 2 v. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambro 1 v. — 
Marmadiike Heubert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 2 v. 

Boldrewood, Rolf. 

Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore 
2 V. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell). 

Lady Audloy’s Secret 2 v. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 V. — Eleanor’sVictory' 2 v. — John 
Marchraont’s Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun- 
bar 2 V. — The Doctor’s Wife 2 v. — 
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper’s Tenant 
2 V. — The Lady ’s Mile 2V. — RupertGod- 
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2 V. — Dt^d-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton’s Quest 2 v. — The 
I^ovrls of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
p,l,rrims 2 V. — Lucius Davoren 3 v. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 

„ AStrango World 2 v. — Hostages 

to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men’s Shoes 
„ V. — Josliua Haggard’s Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers and Weft i v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales i v. — An Open Verdict 
, V. — Vixen 3 V. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 

- The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as 1 
im 2 V. ■ Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal 
: V. — The Gpldcn Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed IV. — Phantom Fortuno 3 V. — 
Under th ' Red Flag i v. — Ishmael 3 v. 

— Wyll aid’s Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
S'eediul 2 V. — Cut by the County i v. — 
[.ike and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal Three 
j V. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
[,ife. One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v, — 
The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River 
' V. - Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. i v. — Sons of Fire 
2 V. London Pride 2 v. — Roxigh Justice 
2v. - - In Fligh Places 2 v. — Fits Darling 
^in 1 v. - - The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
. V, — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
ia.. Chains i v. — During Her Majesty’s 
[’It a , ate I V. 

Brassey, Lady, j- 1S87. 

A. Voj'age in the “Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
■^iHjshine and Storm in the East 2 — In 

he Tr.ides, the Tropics and the Roaring 
I' orties 2 V. 

‘•Bread-Winners, the,” Author 
of (Am,), 

The Bread-Winners x v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte- 
Brock, Rev. William, j 1875. 

5 ir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. i v. 

Brontg, Charlotte: vide Currer 
Bell 

Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton Bell. 

Brooks, Shirley, f i 874 - 

The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 

[ V. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 
Nation Life in New Zealand i v. — 
Station Amusements m New Zealand 
V, — ^ A Year’s Housekeeping in South 


Africa i v. — • l.,ctters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial 
Memories i v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower i v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V, — Tales for Christmas live 
IV. — Nancy 2 v, — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 V. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 V. — Alas! 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
I V. — A B<*ginner i v. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? i v. — Dear Faustina i v. — 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law IV. — Lavinia i v. — ■ Mamma i v. 
— Tile Devil and the Deep Sea i v. — Be- 
tween Two Stools I v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland (Am.). 

A Widower Indeed i v. 

Brown, John, j- 1^82. 

Rab and his Friends, and other Pajicrs i v. 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 
t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por- 
trait) tv. — Aurora Leigh i v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 

Poetical Works (with F’ortrait) 4 V. 

Bullen, Frank T. 

The Cruise of the “ Cachalot’’ 2 v. 

Bulwcr, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1^73- 

Pelham (with Portrait) i v. — Eugene 
Ara' ■ IV. — Paul Clifi'ord iv, — Zunoiii 
IV. — The Last Days of Pompeii iv. — 
The Disowned i v. — Ernest Maltravers 
I v. — Alice IV. — Eva, and T he Pilgrims 
of the Rhine i v. — Devereux 1 v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland i v. — Rionii 
i V. — Night and Morning i v. — The l.ast 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — Tho 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller i v. — 
Lucret'a a v. — Harolds v. — King Arthur 
2V, — TheNew Tiinon, and St. Stephen’s 
IT. — T'hcC.axtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V. — 
What will be do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 V. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost T.iles of M ilo- 
tus IV. — Miscellaneous Prose W orks 4V. — 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Keneltn 
Chillingly 4 V. — The Coming Race i v. — 
TTio Parisians 4 V. — Pausanias, tho Spar- 
tan z V. 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Dalling), f 1872. 

Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 

The Pilgrim’s Progress i v. 

“Buried Alone,” Author of 
(Charles Wood). 

Buried Alone i v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 

Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy i v. — Sara Crewe, 
.and Editha’s Burglar i v. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jose i v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 V. — tys Grace of Osrnonde 2 v. — The 
Shuttle 2 V. — The Secret Garden i v. 

Burney, Miss (Madame D’Ar- 
blay), -(■ ^840. 

Evelina i v. 

Burns, Robert, j 1796. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Burton, Richard F., f 1890. 

A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 

Bury, Baroness dc: vide “All 
for Greed.” 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A, J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 

Jennie of “The Prince’s," 2 v. — W'on 
2 V. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v, 

Byron, Lord, f 1824. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 
A Yellow Aster i v. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 V. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v. 

Caine, Hall. 

lire Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman 
2 V. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 V. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The 
Whito Prophet 2 v. 

Cameron, Vemey Lovett 

Across Africa 3 v. 

Campbell Praed: vide Praed. 


Carey, Rosa Nouchette, f 190c). 

Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “But Idon 
must Work" i v. — Sir Godfrey's Grand- 
daughters 2 V. — The Old, Old Story 2 v. 

— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway of 

Fate 2 V. — A Passage Perilous 2 v At 

the Moorings 2 v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The French Revolution 3 V. — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crotn- 
well’s Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller i v. 

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.). 

Problems of To-Day i v. 

Carr, Alaric. 

Treherne’s Temptation 2 v. 

Castle, Agnes & Egerton. 

The Star I)reamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
Bcllairs i v. — Rose of the World 1 v. — 
French Nan i v. — “If Youth but knew ! ” 
IV. — My Merry Rockhurst i v. — Flower 
o’ the Orange i v. — Wroth 2 v. — Dia- 
mond Cut Paste IV. — I'he Lost Iphigenia 
IV. — T.ove Gilds the Scene i v. — The 
Grip of Life 2 v, — Chance the Piper i v. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences 2 v. — “La Bella,’’ and 
Others i v. 

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
J 1896 “Chronicles of the 

Schonberg-Cotta Family.” 
Chari esworth, Maria Louisa, 

t 1880. 

Oliver of the Mill i v. 

Chesterton, G. K. 

The IMan who was Thursday i v. — Wliat i 
Wrong with the World i v. — The Innu- 
rence of Father Brown i v. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 

Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 

— Moth and Rust i v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung i v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 
“Chronicles of the Schonberg- 
Cotta Family,” Author of (Mrs. 
E. Rundle Charles), f 1896. 
Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily 2 V. — The Draytons and the 
Dave nan ts 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram i v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v. — 
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The Victory of tfie Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables i v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
__ 7‘he Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
inr>- and to Conquer i v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost I V. 

Churchill, Winston (Am.). 

Mr. Crewe’s Career 2 v. 

Clark, Alfred. 

The Finding of Lot’s Wife i v. 

Clemens, Samuel L.: v. Twain. 
Clifford,* Mrs. W. K. 

I,ovc-Let‘ers of .a W*orldly Woman i v. 

— AnntAnne 2V. — The Last Touches, and 
other Stories i v. — Mrs. Keith’s Crime 
IV. — A Wild Proxy i v. — A Flash of 
Summer i v. — A Woman Alone i v. — 
W’oodsicle Farm i v. — The Modern Way 
1 V. — The Getting Well of Dorothy i v. 

— Mere Stories i v. 

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873- 
vide Author of “ Paul Ferroll.” 
Cobbe, Frances Power, f 1904. 

R'>-Echoes i v. 

Coleridge, C. R. 

An English Squire 2 v. 

Coleridge, M. E. 

The King with two Faces 2 v. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 


Collins, Charles Allston, f 1873. 

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A F'ight with 
hot tune 2 v, 

Collins, Wilkie, f 1889. 

After Dark i v. — Hide and Sock 2V. — 
.'V Plot in Private Life, etc. i v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil i v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Liles 2 V. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 y* — The Moonstone 2 v, — Man and 
V\ ife 3 V. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs. ? i v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
Ihe Frozen Deep 1 v. — The Law and the 
Lady 2 V. — The Two Destinies iv. — My 
Endy’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
— The Haunted Hotel i v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel’s Daughter 

2 y The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 

Science 2 v. — “I say No,” 2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 V. — The Guilty River, aud The 


Ghost’s Touch i v. — Thcl.egacy of Caiu 
2 V. — Blind Lo\'e 2 v. 

“Cometh up as a Flower ': vide 
Rboda Broughton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest i v. — The Secret Agent i v. — 
A Set of Six IV. — UnderWestorn Eyes i v. 
— ’Twixt Land and Sea Tales i v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885. 

Called Back i v. — Bound Together 
2 V. — Dark Days i v. — A Family Affair 

2 V. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Cooper, James Fcnimorc (Am.), 

t 1851* 

The Spy (with Tot trait) i v. — The Iwo 
Admirals i v. — The J ack O’l.ai^tern t V. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. j 
Corelli, Marie. 

Vendetta ! 2 v. — Tliehna 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — “Aidath ” 

3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2v. — Tlie Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches i v. — Barabbas; A 
Drc.im of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of S.itan ; v. — The Mighty 
Atom 1 V. — The Murder ofDelicia i v. — 
Ziska IV. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Mastcr-Christian 2v.~“TomporaIPowcr” 
2 V. — God’s (iood NIan 2 v. — h’reo 
Opinions i v. — 'lio.isurc^ of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. — The 
Life PI vei lasting 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Tbos'' Delightful Americans 1 v. — Set in 
•Auth >rity i v. — Cousin Cinderella i v. 

“County, the,” Author of. 

The County i v, 

CraiK, George Lillie, f 1806. 

A Manual of English Literature ;ind of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Mis.s Dinali M* 
Mulock), f 1887. 

John Halifax , Gentleman 2 v. — Tlie 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 V. — A Woman’s Thoughts about 
Women i v. — Agatha’s Husband i v. — 
Romantic Tales i v. — Doinestir Stories 
I V. — Mistress and Maid i v. — The 
C)gilvies IV. — Lord Erlistoun x v. — 
Christian’s Mistake i v. — Bread upon 
the Waters i v. — A Noble Life i v. — 
Olive 2 V. — Two Mai riages i v. — Studies 
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from Life i v. — Poems i v- — The 
Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
IV. — My Mother and I iv. — Thel.ittlo 
Lame Prince 1 v. — Sermons out of Church 
IV. — The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
I V. — A Legacy 2 v. — Y oung Mre. j ardine 
2 V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
II nd Sketches i v. — Plain Speaking i v. — 
Miss Tommy i v. — King Arthur i v. 

Craik, Gcorgiana M. {Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won i v. — Faith Unwin’s 
Ordeal 1 v. — Leslie Tyrrell i v. — Wini- 
fred’s Wooing, etc. IV. — Mildred i v. — 
Itsther Hill’s Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan IV. — Without Kith or Kin 2v. — 
Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia’s Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick i v. — 
Dorcas V. — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 
Stirling.^ I 

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to | 
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, byM. 
C. Stilling) 2 v. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady Fullerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 

t 1909- 

Mr. Isaacs i v. — Doctor Claudius iv. — 
To l.eeward i v. — A Roman Singer 

1 v, — An American Politician i v. — 
Zoroaster i v. — K Tale of a Lonely Parish 

2 V. - Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio’s Crucifix 

1 V. — PaulPatoff 2 v. — With tbcimmoitais 
IV. — Grcifenstein 2 v. — Sant’ llano 

2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker’s Romanco 
1 V. — K haled. 1 v. — The Witch ol Prague 
2 V. — I'he Three Fates 2 v. -- Don Orsxno 
2 V. — The Children of the Kingiv. — 
Pietro Gliislori 2 v. — Marion Darche i v. 

— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone’s Son i v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Ye.sterday l v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 

2 V. — Soprano 2 v. — A T.ady of Rome 2 v. 

— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v. — 
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister 
IV. — Stradella i v. — The Undesirable 
Governess 1 v. — Uncanny Tales i v. 

Crockett, S. R 

The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls i v. — 
llic Datk o' the Moon a v« 


Croker, B. M. 

Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley i v. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere i v. 

— A Nine Days’ Wonder i v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. — The Com- 
pany’s Servant 2 v. — The,Cat’s-Paw i v. 

— Katherine the Arrogant i v. — Fame i v. 

— Babes in the Wood i v. — A Rolling. 
Stone IV. — The Serpent’s Tooth i v. ~ 
In Old Madras i v. 

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
Eliot’s Life. 

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), f 1866. 
The Lamplighter i v. — Mabel Vau};li,in 
IV. — El Fureidis iv. — Haunted Hearts iv. 

Cushing, Paul. 

The Blacksmith of Voc 2 v. 

“Daily News.” 

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 

I'he Heart of a Child 2 v, — An Incoiii- 
plcat Etonian 2 V. — Let the Roof fall in 2 v, 

“Dark,” Author of. 

Dark i v. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 

Gallegher, etc. i v. — Van Bibber and 
(.Others IV. — Rauson’s Folly 1 v. — The 
Man who could not lose i V. — The Red 
Cl OSS Girl 1 V. 

De Foe, Daniel, y 1731. 

Robinson Ciusoe i v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 

John Ward, Preacher 1 v. 

“ Democracy,” Author of (Am.). 

Democracy i v. 

De Morgan, William, 

Joseph Vance 2 v. 

“ Demos,” Author of : vide George 
Gissing. 

De Quincey, Thomas. 

Confessions of an English Opium-Eater i v. 

" Diary and N otes” : Author 

of “Horace Templeton.” 
Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2V. — 
American Notes i v. — Oliver Twist z v. — 
Nicholas Nirkleby 2V, — Sketches i v. — 
MaiUu Chuzrlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
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Carol ; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Hearth i v. — Master Humphrey’s Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.! 

, V. ^ Pictures from Italy i v. — Dombey 
anci Son 3 V. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child’s History of 
England (2 v. 2,70.) — Hard Times 

j y. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4V. 

— The Battle of Life; The Haunted *vlan 
jy_ — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller i v. 

— - Great Expectations 2 v. — Christinas 
Stories, etc. i v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Ilkistr9.tions) 4 v- — Somebody’s 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold’s Prescriptions; Miigby Junction 1 v. 

— The Mystery of Edw’n Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mndfog Papers, 

I V. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed, 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaiighter 
4 V, — Vidtf also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 
Collins. 

No ITioroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
hi.gford I V. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, t 1881. 

Coningsby i v. — Sybil i v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) i v. — Alroy iv. — 
T.mcred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
(irey 2 v. — • Henrietta Temple i v. — - 
Lotliair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 

The Story of a Modern Woman i v. — One 
Doubtful Hour i v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 

Personal History of Lord T^aron 1 v. — 

1 he Holy Land 2 v. — New Ainerira 2 v.- — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. -- Her Majesty’s 
lower 4 v. — Free Russia ? v. — Histoi-y 
of two Queens 6 v. -- White Conquest 
~ V. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr,, Thomas, (Am.). 

Liio Leopard’s Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. 

Beggars All 2 v. 

Dowie, M6nie Muriel. 

A Girl in the Karpathians i v. 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sign of Four i v. — Micah Clarke 

2 V. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales i v. — The White Company 
2 V. — A Study in Scarlet x v. — The 1 


Great Shadow, and Beyond the City i v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees a v. --- The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red I.amp 

1 V. — The Stark Munro Letters x v. - 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard x v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko i v. — A 
Duet TV. — The Green Flag tv. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. • — The War in South 

I Africa i v. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes 1 V. — Adventures of Gerard i v. — 
'I'he Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 V. — I'hrough the M agic Door i v. 

— Round the Fire Stones i v. — The Mys- 
tery of Cloomber i v. — The Last Galley 
IV. — The Lost World i v. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

t 1897. 

The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life i v. 

Dufferin, the Earl of. 

Letters from High Latitudes i v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes. 

Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 

South Sea Bubbles i v. 

Eastwick, Edward B,, f 1883. 

Autobiography of I.utfnllah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Vcoinan 2 v. — Ought wo to visit her? 2V. 

— A Vagabond Heroine X v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing IV. — Jet ; Her Face or Her Fortune? 
IV. — Vivian the Beauty I v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 

2 V. — A Playwright’s I^aughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths i v. — IVarl-Powdor x v. 
The Adventuress i v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., + 1892. 

Barbara’s History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 V. — Hand and Glove tv. — Half a Mil- 
lion of Money 2 v. — De.benham’s Vow 
2 V. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. - 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys IV.—- Monsieur Maurice i v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
XV. — A Poetry- Book of Elder Poets 
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IV. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of M odern Poets i v. — 
Lord Bracken bury 2 v. 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham. 

Eggleston, Edward(Am.),‘|-l 902. 

The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 

Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 
Mrs. Cross), -j- 1880. 

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marncr i v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob i v. — 
Impressipns of 'I'heophr.astus Such i v. — 
Fssays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
IV. — Gcorjfc Eliot’s T.ife, edited by her 
Husband, J. Cross 4 v. 

“Elizabeth and her German 
Garden,” Author of. 

Elisabeth and her German Garden 1 v. — 
The Solitary Summer i v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 V. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort- 
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Riigon i v. — Frilulein Schmidt. and Mr. 
Ansti uther i v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in Fr.Turc 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. - - The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome IV. — The Diary of an IdleWomnn in 
Spain 2 V. — The Rod Cardinal x v. — 
The Story of Sophia i v. Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople i v. - - 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip I V. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), 
1882. 

Representative Men i v. 

“ Englishwoman’s Love-Let- 
ters, an,” Author of. 

An Englishwoman’s Love-I.cttcrs i v. 

Erroll, Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling i v. 

Eslcr, E. Rentoul. 

The Way they loved at Grimpat i v. 
“Essays and Reviews,” the 
Authors of. 

ICssays and Reviews. By various Authors 

J V, 


“Estelle Russell,” Author of. 

Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D’. 
Three Sisters i v. — A Laughing Philo- 
sopber iv. — The Professor’s Wooing iv. 
— In Tboughtland and in Dreamland 
IV. — Orcliardscroft i v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen’s Serf i v. 

“Euthanasia,” Author of. 

Euthanasia 1 v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, -j- 1885. 

Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot i v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing i v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales 1 v. 

“Expiated,” Author of. 

Expiated 2 v. 

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 

Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

“ Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors 
of. 

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors i v. 

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler. 
Fendall, Percy: vide F. C. 
Philips. 

Fenn, George Manville. 

The J’arson o’ Dumford 2 v, — The 
I Clerk of I’ortwick 2 v. 

I Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 

Tom Jones 2 v. 

Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.): 
vtde Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Fitzgerald, Edward. 

I Rub.'li)’a.t of Omar Khayyam i v, 

I Five Centuries 

of the English Language and literature: 
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. — John 
Locke. — Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
i860) I V. 

Fleming, George (Am^. 

Kismet tv. — Andromeda a v. 
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Forbes, Archibald, j 1900. 
j\fy Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldierin*; 
ami Scribbling' i v. — Memories and 
Stiulies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
“Daily News,” War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R. E. 

Eight Days 2 v. 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 V. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Li\ ' d and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vankas t v. — Although he was a 
J,ord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales i v. -■ Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
j V. — The Light of other Days i v. — 
l oo Late Repented 1 v. 

Forster, John, y 1876. 

The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Idfe and 
J jincs of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

Fothergill, Jessie. 

Tlic First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
M.ido or Marred, and “ One of Three ” 
i\. - Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
liorderland 2 v. 

“Found Dead,” Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Fclkin). 
A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire i v. — Place and 
Power 2 V. — In Subjection 2 — Miss 

Fallowficld’s F'ortune i v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin. 

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 1871. 

Memories of Old Friends fronr her Jour- 
nals and J..etters, edited by Horace N. 
I’ym 2 V. 

“Frank Fairlegh,” Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), f 18O4. 

Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 

Francis, M. E. 

The Duenna of a Genius r v. 

Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. — March Hares i v. 
Freeman, Edward A., f 1892. j 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
\ v. — Select Historical Essays 1 v. — 
Sketches from French Travel i v. 


Froude, James Anthony, j 1894. 
Oceana 1 v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays i v. 

Fullerton , Lady Georgiana, 

t '8*5- 

Ellen Middleton i v. — Grantley Manor 
2 V. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2v. — A Stormy Life 2v.-~ Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 V. — The Notary’s Daughter 1 v.-i- 
The Lilies of ti)c Valley, andThe House of 
Penarvan i v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
I V. - - Rose I.eblauc 1 v. -- Seven Stories 

1 V. - The Li(o of Luisa de Carvajal i v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Ffand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliano 

2 V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). - Laureutia i v. 

Galsworthy, John. 

The M an of IVopci ty 2 v. — The Country 
House I v. — Fraternity 1 v. — Villa Rubein 
IV. — A Man of Devon, etc. i v. — A 
Motley IV, — The 1 ‘atriclan 1 v, — Justice, 
and Other Pl.iys 1 v. — The Silver Box, 
and Other Plays i v. — The. Inn of Tran- 
quillity I V. — The Island Phaiisces 1 v, — 
The Dark Flower i v. 

Gardiner: v. Lady Blessington. 
Gaskell, Mrs., + 1865. 

Mary Barton i v. — Kiith 2 v. — North 
.and South i v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales IV. --The Life of Charlotte Brontis 
2 V. — l.ois the Witch, etc. i v. — Sylvia’s 
I.ovcrs 2 V. — A Dark Night’s Work i v. 

— Wives and Daughters v. — Cranford 
1 V. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales i v. 

“Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author 
of; V. Author of “ Miss Molly.” 
Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 
gard dc Lonf(garde). 

Lady Baby 2 v. — Kecha i v. — Ortho- 
dox I V. TheWrongMan i v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation i v. — A Forgotten Sin i v. 

— One Year i v. — The Sujin'me Crime i v. 

— The Blood-Tax I v. - Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman i v — Mado 
of Money i v. — The Bridge of I.ife i v. 

— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl IV. — The Compromise 2 v. 

— Itirier.ant Daughters i v. — Restitution 
IV. — Pomp and Circumst.ince i v. — The 
Grass Widow i v. — The Inevitable Mar- 
riage IV. — A Gloriou.s Lie i v. — Tlie 
City of Enticement 1 v — Exotic Martha i v. 

— The Unworthy Pact 1 v. 

Gerard, E. (Emily deLaszowska). 

A Secret Mission i v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 

— The Extcimination of Love 2 V. 
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Gibbon, Perceval. 

The Adventures of Miss Gregory i v. 

Giberne, Agnes. 

The Curate’s Homo i v. 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 

Demos 2 v. — New Grub Street 2 v- 

Gladstonc, W. E., f 1 898. 

Komo and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion IV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 

1 V. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts i v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

ITie Visits of I'ilizabeth i v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambiosine i v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline i v. — Beyond the 
Ri>cks IV. — Three Weeks i v. — Eliza- 
beth Visi^ America i v. — His Hour i v. 

— The Reason Why it. — Halcyonc i v. 

— The Contrast i v. 

Godfrey, ]^al; vide Charlotte 
O’Conor Eccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 

Select Works (with Portrait) i v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 

Too Curious i v. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 

A Diplomat’s Diary i v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C. G., 

11885. 

His Journals at Kartoum (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air i v. — The Dean’s 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 

2 V. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons 
2v. — ThoTwo Aristocracies 2 V. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature it. — Balls the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotion.'il Moments i v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma a v. 

Gray, Maxwell. 

The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 

Grenville: Murray, E. C (Trois- 
Etoiles), f 1881. 

llie Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 V. ■ — The Boudoir Cabal 3 V. — j 
French Pictures in English Chalk {First \ 


Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
IV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange 'I'ales 
IV. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks i v. — People I have met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair. 

My Three Years in Manipur (with Por 
trait) 1 V. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 

Tyrol and the Tyrolese i v. 

Gunter, A. C. (Am.), f 1907. 

Mr. Barnes of New York i v. 

Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey. 
“Guy Livingstone,” Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), j 1 8 7 (>. 
Guy Livingstone i v. — Sword and 
Gown IV. — Barren Honour i v. - - 
Border and Bastillei v. — Maurice Derm;; 
IV. — Sans Mcrci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — li.i- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 

Helen’s Babies He Other People’s Chil- 
dren I V. — The Bowsham Puzzle i v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins i v. 
Haggard, H. Rider. 

King Solomon's Mines 1 v. — She 2v. - 
"jess 2 V. — Allan Quatermain 2V. — Tlic, 
Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Rovengt' 
iv. — Mr. Meeson’s Will i v. — Colonel 
(^uaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. - 
Allan’s Wife i v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. — The 
Peopleof the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
IV. — Doctor Theme i v. — Swallow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa i v. — I.ysbeth 2 v. — AW inter 
Pilgiimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 

— Ayesha. The Return of ‘ She ’ 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita i v. 

— Fair Margaret 2 v. — The l^ady ol 
Blossholine i v. — Morning Star i v. — 
Queen Sheba’s Ring i v. — Red Eve i v. 

— Marie i v. — Child of Storm i v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 

Lang. 

The World’s Desire 2 v. 

Hall, Mrs. S. C., f 1881. 

Can Wrong be Right? i v. — Marian 2 v. 

Hamerton, P. G., f 1894. 

Marmorne i v. — French and English 2 v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza : vide Author of 

“Not Easily Jealous.’* 
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Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of Etholberta 2 v. — Far 
i-oni the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
tiirn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 V. — A Laodicean 2 v. ~ Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 

— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tcss 
of the D’Urbervillcs 2V. — Life’s Little 
Ironies i v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Harland, Henry (Am.), j- 1905. 
The Cardinal’s Snuff-Box i v. — The 
I.adyP'u ainount i v. — My Friend Prospero 
IV. — The Royal End 1 v. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night i v. — In 
Varying Moods i v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and Tlie Remittance Man i v. — The 
Fowler 2 V. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 

— The Scholar’s Daughter i v. — Inter- 
play 2 V. 

Harrison, Agnes. 

Martin’s Vineyard r v. 

Harrison, Mrs. : v, Lucas Malet. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), j- 1902. 

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
matits: — The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
Tlie Outcasts of Poker Fl.it, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills 1 v. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar iv. — ThanTful 
Blossom, and other Tales i v. — The 
Story of a Mine i v. — Drift from d'wo 
Shores i v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches i v. — The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales i v. — 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Flip, and other Stories i v. — On 
the Frontier i v. — By Shore and Sedge 
1 v. — Maruja i v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s, and Devil’s Ford r v. — The 
^^husade of the “F.xcelsior” i v. - A 
Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales i v. — Captain Jim’s F'riciid, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty i v. 

— Cressy i v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales i v. — A Waif of 
the Plains 1 v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate IV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales i v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara 1 v. — Colonel Starbottle’s Client, 
and some other People 1 v. - Susy i v. — 
Sally Dows. etc. i v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamliu’s, etc. i v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. i v. — Clarence 
r V. — In a Hollow of the Hills, .and The 
Devotion of Enriciuez iv. — TheAncestors 


of Peter Atherly , etc. i v. — Three Partners 
TV. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow tv. — Mr. 
JackHamlin’sMediation.and otherStories 
IV. — From Sand-Hill to Pine i v. — 
Under the Redwoods i v. — On the Old 
Trail i v. — Trent’s Tnjrt t v. 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
t 1864. 

The Scarlet I.etter x v. Tr.insforma- 
tion (The M.irl>le Faun) 2 v, — Passages 
from his English Note-Books 2 v. 

Hay, John (Am,), -j- 1905 : z;.“The 
Bread Winners,” Author of. 
Hearn, Lafeadio, -{• 1906. 

Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan i v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Jai'-an (First Series) i v, 

— Glimpses of Unfamiliar J.ip.in (Second 
Series) i v. — G leani ngs in Bt uhlh a-F ields 

1 v. — Out of the blast t v. — Tlu* Ronnince 
of the Milky Way, etc. i v. 

Hector, Mrs.: t>ide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

“ Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 
Helps, Sir Arthur, j- 187^. 
Friends in Council 2 v. - Iv.an de Biron 

2 v. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, j- 1835. 

Select Poetical Works i v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 

The I'orest Lovc'rs i v. — Little Novels 
of It.'ily r V. — The I.ife and Death of 
Richaid Yea-anJ-N.iy 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Talcs IV. — The Qucen’.s Quair; 
or. The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — F’oiul 
Advcnttjres i v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 

— i he Stooping I.ady i v. — 1 'lic Spaniidr 
Jade IV. — Fialfway House 2 v. — Open 
Country i v. — Rest Harrow i v.— -Brazen- 
liead the Great iv.— The Song of Rcnny i v. 

— Mrs. Lancelot i v, Lore of Proserpine 

Hichens, Robert. 

Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 

• — The Woman with the. F^an 2 v. — 'J'he 
Garden of Allah 2 v. — ThoBLu k Spaniel, 
and Other Stories i v. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 V. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. — 
Barbary Sheep i v. — Bella Donna 2 v. — 
The Spell of ligyi^t i v. — The Dweller on 
the Threshold i v. — The F ruitful Vine 2 v. 

— The Londoners 1 v. — An Imaginative 
Man IV. — The Way of Ambition 2 v. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 1 1886. 

Sketches from my Life i v. 
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Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 
Craigie) (Am.), f 1906. 

The Gods , Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenhani i v. — The Serious Wooing 
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2 v. 

Holdsworth, Annie E. 

The Years th.at tlio I.ocust hath Eaten 

1 V. — The Gods Arrive i v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow i v. — Great Low- 
lands IV. — A Garden of Spinsters i v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr- 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 
t i« 94 - 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-T.able 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
'r.'ible I V. ■X- The I’oet at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — Over the Teacups 1 v. 
Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 

Mr. Witt’s Widofr 1 v. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half a Hero 1 v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess 1 v. — The God 
in the Car i v. — The Chronicles ofCount 
Antonio i v. — Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heart of Princess Osra i v. — 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau i v. — The King’s Mirror 

2 v. — Quisantfi 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
H.arnrss 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravoria 2 v. — Tales of Two 
I’eoplc 2 v. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 

— .Mrs.Maxon IV^itests i v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 

An Idler in Old France i v. — The Man 
in the lion Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons 
of Gld Paris i v. — The Silent Gate i v. 

— The Women N.apoleon Loved i v. 

“ Horace Templeton,” Author of. 
Diary and Notes 1 v. 

Hornung, Ernest William. 

A Biide from the Bush i v. — Under 
Two Skies i v. -- Tiny Luttrcll 1 v. - - 
U lie Boss of Taroomba i v. — My Lord 
Duke I V. Young Blood i v. — Some 
Persons Unknown i v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman i v. — The Rogue's March i v. 

— The Belle of Toorak i v. — IVreavi i v. 

— The Black Mask i v. — The Shadow of 
the Rope 1 v. — - No Hero i v. — Denis 
I>ent I V. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The 
UnbiddenGuest i v. — Stingarec i v. — A 
Thiefin the Night i v. — DeadMenTellNo 
TaU?s t V. — Mr, Justice Raffles 1 v. — The 
Camera Fiend i v. — Fathers of Men » v. 

— Witching Hill i v. 


"Household Words.” 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-156. 
36 V. — NovitLS and Tat.es reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dicken*. 
1856-59. 11 V, 

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide "Recom- 
mended to Mercy.” 

"How to be Happy though 
Married,” Author of. 

How to be Happy though Married i v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 
j 1898. 

One Summer iv. — Aunt Serena rv. •— 
Gueiin 2 V. — Tony, the Maid, etc. iv. — 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWillis.f 1898, 
& William Sharp (Am.),-|- 1 905. 
A Fellowo and His Wife i v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A P'oregone Conclusion i v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook i v. — A Modern 
Instance 2v. — Tlie Undiscovered Country 
I v. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) i v. 

— Italian Journeys i v. — A Chance Ac- 
qu.aintance i v. — Their Wedding ) ourney 
I v, — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli’s Marri.ige i v. — A Woman’s 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice i v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapbam 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers i v. — Miss Bollard’s In- 
spiration 1 v. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 

Tom Brown's School-Days 1 v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 
T »« 97 - 

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 

— hailh and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Loid Berresford, and other J’.iles 

1 V. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales I V. — Phyllis 2 v. — Jiossmoyne 
2V. — Doris 2 V. - A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. IV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories i v. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week’s Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington i v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 

— Lady VaUvorth’s l.Tiamonds 1 v. — A 
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The 

I Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v. — Under-Cur- 
j rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1 v. — A 
I Troublesome Girl, and other Stories r v. — 

I A Life’s Remorse 2 v. — A Bom Coquette 

2 V. — The Duchess i v, — I..ady Verner’s 
Flight T V. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and '* When in Doubt" i v. — Nora 
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Crcina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories i V. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery 1 v, — An Un satis- 
hctory Lover i 'V. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
Ihe Three Graces i v. — A Tug of War 
I - The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Ciirl IV. — Lovice i v. — The Coming of 
Ch'oe I V. 

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont. 
Hunt, Violet. 

TJie Human Interest i v. — White Rose 

01 Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta- 
niont I V.* — Tales of the Uneasy i v. 

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.). 

The Halo i v.— Kingsmead i v.-The Loid- 
bhip of Love 2 v. — ilio Green Patch i v. 

— Sharrow 2 v. 
ingelow, Jean, -j- 1897. 

Olf the Skelligs 3 V. — Poems 2 v. — 
I'ated to bo Free 2 v. — Surah dc 
lierengcr 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 

The Siege of Lucknow i v. 

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe. 
Iota: vide Mrs. Caffyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t >859- 

The Sketch Look (with Portrait) i v. - 
The Life of Mahomet i v. — Lives of the 
.Successors of Mahomet tv. — Oliver Gold- 
smith IV. — Chronicles of Wolfert’s Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v. 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 
(Am.), t 1885. 

Ramona 2 t. 

Jacobs, W. W. 

Many Cargoes i v. — The Skipper’s 
Wooing, and The Brown M.in’s Serv.ant 
IV. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of 
C.raft IV. — Light F reights i v. — Ai -Sun- 
wich Port IV.— The Lady of the Uaige i v. 

— Odd Craft i v. — Diaistono I.ane i v. 

— Captains AH i v. — Short Cruises i v. 

— Salthavcn i v. — Sailois’ Knots i v. — 
Ship's Company x v. 

James, Charles T. C. 

Holy Wedlock x v. 

James, G. P. R., f i860. 

Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) i v. — 
Forest Days i v. — The Falso Heir i v. — 
Arabella Stuart i v. — Rose d’AJbret 
rv. — Arrah Neil 1 v. — Agincourt i v. — 
The Smuggler i v. — Tlie Step-Mother 

2 V. — Be.aucLauip i v, — Heidelberg 


X V. — The Gipsy i v. — The Castle of 
Elireusteiii i v. — Darnley i v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.J. 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
1 v. — Daisy Miller; An Interniitionai 
Episode ; Four Meetings i v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. i v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc, IV.- Confidence i v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
I.ady 3 v. — Foreign Parts i v, — French 
Poets and Novelists i v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A J’as- 
sionate Pilgrim i v. - I'ortraits of Places 
I V. - A Little Tour in France i v. — The 
Finer Grain 1 v. — ITie Outcry i v. 
James, Winifred, 

Bachelor Betty i v. , 

jeaffreson, J. Cordy. 

A Book about Doctors 2 v, — A 
Woman in spite of llerself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 
“Who Breaks — Pays” i v. — Skir- 
mishing i V. — Once and Again a v. -- 
Two French Marriages 2 v. Within an 
Ace I V. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,’” 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 
Jerome, Jerome K. 

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
1 V. — Diary of a Pilgrlpiago, and Six 
Essays i v. — Novel Notes t v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Gicen i v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Follow 
IV. — Three Men on the Biimmol i v. — 
Paul Kciver 2 v. — Tea- Table Talk i v. 
— Tommy and Co. i v. — Idle Ideas in 190^ 
i V. — T!ie T’assingof the T'liird Floor Back 
r V. — The Angel and the Autlior — and 
Others i v. — J'hey and I, r v. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 

History of St. Giles and St. James 
a V. — Men of Character 2 v. 

“John Halifax, Gentleman,” 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Johnny Ludlow: vitk Mrs. 

Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, | 1784. 

Lively of the English Poets 2 v. 
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Jolly, Emily. 

Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of: 
uide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Bums 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gr.ay i v. — 
AdMo 3 V. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Y ears, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters i v. — Englishwomen of Letters 
IV. — Queen M ab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil’s Second J.ove 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 V. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 v. — Vide Series for the Young, p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, f 1879. 

Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keary,' C. F. 

The Mount i v. 

Keeling, D’l^terre-: Esterre. 
Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.u. j v. 

Kimball,RichardB.(Am.),ti892. 

Saint Leger i v. — Romance of Student 
Lite Abroad i v. — Undercurrents 1%'. — 
Was he Successful? iv, — To-Day in New 
York I v. 

Kinglake, A. W., f 1891. 

IColhcn IV. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 

Yeast IV. — Westvvaid ho! 2v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
I.ocke I V, — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At I.ast 2 v. — His Letters .and Memories 
ot his Lite, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, \ 1876. 
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot i v. — 
Geoffry Hanilyn 2 v. — The Plillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court i v. — 
Valentin i v. — Oakshott Castle i v. — 
Reginald Iletherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Gaiden 2 v. 

Kinross, Albert 

An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 

Plain Tales from the Hills i v. — The 
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas IV. — “Captains Courageous” 
IV. — The Day’s Work i v. — A Fleet 
in Beings i v. — .Stalky & Co. i v. — From 
Sea to bea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night IV. ^ Kim iv, — Just So Stories xv. 


— The Five Nations tv. — Traffics and 
Discoveries i v. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v, 

— Actions and Reactions i v. — Re war* 
and Fairies i v. 

Laffan, May. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor i v. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 

The Essays of hilia and Eliana i v. 
Lang, Andrew: •vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.). 

Ida May i v. 

“Last of the Cavaliers, the,” 

Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The I.ast of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

Laszowska, M«»e de: vide E. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred: vide 
“Guy Livingstone.” 
Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish i v. 

Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr. 
Lee, Vernon. 

Pope Jacynth, etc. i v. — Genius I.oci, and 
'J'hc Enchanted Woods i v. — Hoitus 
Vitae, and Limbo i v. — The Spirit of 
Rome, and Laurus Nobilis i v. — Vanitas 

1 v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., -j- 1873. 

Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 

Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 

2 v. — Falkner J.yle 2 v. Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 2 v. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 

The O'Donoghue i v. — The Knight of 
Gwynno 3 V. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal- 
ley 3 v. — Tom Burke of “ Ours” 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — 'I'he Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 V. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3v. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 V. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 y. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud i v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott’s 1 V. — St. Patrick’s Eve; Paul 
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Gosslett’s Confessions i v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 V. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 

Tlic Honour of Savelli x v. — The 
(;hevalier d’ Auriac i v. — The Traitor’s 
Way r V. — The Lord Protector i v. — 

Orrain I V. 

Lewes, G. H., f 1878. 

Ranthorpe i v. — The Physiology at 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting: i v. 

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898- 

The true History of Joshua Davidson 
1 V. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
otbei Stories i v. — Todhunters’ at Loan- 
in’ Head, and other Stories i v. — “ My 
Love! ” 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays 1 v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, L. W. M., f 1882. 

Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 

D’plomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
'witl' Portrait) 2 v. 

Lqndon, Jack (Am.). 

Buining Daylight i v. — The Call of the 
lid I v. — When God Laughs i v. — The 
Se.i-Wol{ 2 V. — South Sea Tales i v. — 
Martin Eden 2 v. — A Son of the Sun i v. 
Longard, Mme de: v, D. Gerard. 
Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), -f 1882. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
I'lio Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies r v, 

— The Divine Tragedy i v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books ofSong i v. — The 
M.Tsque of Pandora, and other Poems r v. 

Lonsdale, Margaret. 

Sister Dora (with Portrait) i v. 

Lorimcr, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son IV. — Old Gorgon Graham i v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal i v. 

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of. 

A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc. 

The Uttermost Farthing i v. — Studies in 
ives 1 V. — WhenNoManPursueth I V. 

— J ane Oglander 1 v. — The Chink in the 
Armour i v. — Mary Pechell i v. — Studies 
in Love and in Terror i v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 
bury). 

The Pleasures of I4fo tv. — The Bc.au- 


ties of Nature (with Illustrations) i v. — • 
The Use o( Life tv. — Scenery of Switser- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Es.says and 
Addresses 1900-1903 1 v. — On Peace 
and Happiness i v. 

“Lutfullah": rnde Eastwick. 
Lyall, Edna, + 190J. 

Wo Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight- Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2 v, — Wayfaring 
Mon 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers i v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 
Lytton , Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891, 

Poems 2 V. — Fables in Song 2 v. 

Maartens, Maarten. , 

The Sin of ) cost Avelingh i v. — An 
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glory 2jV. — My Lridy 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory i v. — Some 
Women I have known i v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v. 

— Brothers All i v. — The Price of Lis Doris 
2 v. — HarmenPols : Peasant i v. — Eve 2 v. 

MOAulay, Allan (Am.): vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Macaulay, Lord, f 1859. 

History of England (with Portnait) 10 v. 

— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome i v. — Speeches 
2 V. — Biographical Essays i v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbury i v. — (See also 
Trevelyan). 

M o Carthy, J ustin. 

The Watcrdalo Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disd,ain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 ’ . — A History of our Own Times 

5 V. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A .Short 
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short Ilistoiy 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, | 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of .1 Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 V, — Sir Gibbic » v. — Mary 
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Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales i v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie i v. 

Mackarn^ss, Mrs., f 1881. 

Sunbeam Stories i v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 V. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v. 

Mackay, Eric, t 1898. 

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems I V. 

MOKnight,Charles(Am.),-}- 1881. 

Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian, f 1907. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush i v. — 
The Days 'of Auld Langsyne i v. — His 
Majesty Baby 1 v. 

Macleod, Fiona, + 1905. 

Wind and Wave i v. — The Sunset of Old 
Talcs I V. 

Macleod, Norman, •\ 1872. 

The Old Lieutepant and his Son i v. 

Maepherson, James, j 1796: 

vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty 2 V. — Miriani’s Marriage 2 v. — Pic- 
tures across the Channel 2 v. — Too Soon 
IV. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. — Beside 
the River 2 v. — A Faithful Lover 2 v. 

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author 
of (Mi.ss Roberts). 

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1 v. 
— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the 
I'idgo of the Storm i v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 V. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 
Maine, E. S. 

Scarscliff Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward. 

Shifting Scenes i v. 

Malet, Lucas {Mrs. Mary St. 
Leger Harrison). 

Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard tialmady 3 v. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score i v. — 
Adrian Savage 2 v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of. I 

Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary E. 

A Winter’s T.ale i v. — The Cedar 
Star I V. 

Mansheld, Robert Blachford. 

The Log of the Water Lily i v. 


Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

“Marmorne,” Author of: lidt 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marry at, CapL, -j* 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) i v. — 
Percival Keene i v. — Peter Simple iv. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father i v, — 
Monsieur Violet i v. — The Settlers in 
Canada i v. — The Mission i v. — The 
Privateer’s-Man i v. — The Children of 
the New-Forest i v. — Valeri© 1 v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy iv., — The King’s 
Own T V. 

Marryat, Florence, j 1899. 
Love’s Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 V. — Tlie Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — llrr 
I.ord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of tlie 
Gods IV. — Life and i.etters of Captain 
M.arryat i v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 V. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
possibility IV. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories i v. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories i v. — “Aly 
own Child” 2 v. — Her Father’s Namu 
2 V. - - A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
Al-ittlo Stepson 1 v. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against .a Lie 2 v. - 
A Broken lilossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 V. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. - 
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister Lim 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 Vi — How th'-y 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlighti 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Ch.irlotto Cray, and other Stories 
IV. — I’cercss and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
I ol Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 

— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 V. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman anti Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin i v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v- 

— The Spirit World i v. — The Beautiful 
Soul I V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs I v. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 V. — A Passing Madness i v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire i v. — A Soul on 
Fire i v. — Iris the Avenger i v. 

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, f 1874. 

RavenscHffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
a V. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v, — 



19 


7'auchnUz Edition. Complete List. 


The Hefress of Haugliton 2 v. — Evelyn 
f Matston 2 v. — The Rose of Asliurst 2 v- 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
Tilrs. Mainwaring’s Journal x v. — 
Bcnvenuta i v. — Lady Alice x v. — 
Dayspring i v. — Life’s Aftermath i v. — 
In the East Country i v. — No. XIII; or, 
I he Story of the Lost Vestal i v. — In 
Tour Reigns i v. — On the Banks of the 
Duse I V. — In the City of Floxvors i v. — 
Alnta IV.' — Under Salisbury Spire i v. 

— The End Crowns All i v. — Winchester 
Meads l v. — Eventide Light I v. — 
Wmifrede’s Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells 
1 V. — In ;he Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell IV. — A Lily among Thorns i v. 

— Tenshurst Castle i v. — Kensington 
Palace I v. — The White King’s Daughter 
IV. — The Master of the Musicians 1 v. 

— An Escape from the Tower i v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace i v. — Castle 
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Y oung Queen 
of Hearts i v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul’s IV. — The Parson’s Daughter 

1 V. 

Mason, A. E. W. 

Ihe Pour Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
'J he Watchers i v. — Running Water i v. 

— The Broken Road i v. — At the Villa 
Rose I V. — The Turnstile 2 v. 

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 

Reeves). 

“Cherry Ripe!” 2 v. — “Land o’ the 
heal” IV. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 

— As he comes up the Staii, etc. 1 v. — 
Sam’s Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre’s Acquittal 

2 V. — P'onnd Out v. — Murder or Man- 
''laughter? 1 v. — The Fashion of thi.s 
World (80 Pf.) — Blind Justice, and “Who, 
being dead, yet Speak cth ” i v. — What 
the (ibass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
I V. — Bam Wildfire 2 v, — Becky 2 v. — 
f iiiders IV. — “ Honey ’’ i v. — (rriff of 
Giiffithscourt i v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays i v. — The 
Ferryman i v. — Tally Ho I 2 v. — Pigskin 
■ind Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless i v. - 
Love the Thief i v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 

*Fhe Balance of Military Power in 
Europe i v. 

Maurier, George du, f 1896. 

Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v. 

M axwell, M rs. : v. M iss B raddon. 


Maxwell, W. B. 

The Ragged Messenger 2 v. — TheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. — Mrs. Thompson i v. — The 
Rest Cure i v. — In Cotton Wool 2 v. — 
General Mallock's Shadow i v. 

“Mehalah”: v. Baring-Gould. 
Melville, George J. Whyte, 
t 1878. 

Kate Coventry i v. — Holmby House 
2 V. — Digby Grand x v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 V. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose a v. — 
M. or N. I v. — Contraband x v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto i v. — Sister Louise i v. — 
Kosine i v. — Rovs’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. — Riding Recollections i v. 

Memorial Volumes: viSc Five 
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The N ew 
Testament (vol. 1 000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George, f 1909. 

The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians i v. — Lord Orniont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 
— The Egoist 2 v. 

Meredith, Owen; 7 dde Robert 
Lord Lytton. 

Merrick, Leonard. 

The Man who was good tv. — This 
Stage of Fools i v. — Cynthia i v. — One 
Man’s View i v, — The Actor-Man. iger 
IV. — The Worldlings 1 v. — When Love 
flies out o’ the Window i v. — Conrad in 
Quest of Ills Youth I V. — The (,)uaint 
( ompanions i v. — Whispers about Women 
IV. — The House of I^ynt h i v. — The 
Man who Undcistooil Women, etc. 1 v. — 
All the W Olid Wondered, etc. i v. — The 
I’osition of Peggy Harper i v. 

Merriman, Henry Seton,-)- 1903. 
Young Mistlepr i v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another i v. — With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — P'lotsam i v. — In 
Kedar’s Tents i v. — Roden's Corner 
I V. — The Isle of Unrest i v. — The Velvet 
Glove I V. — The Vultures i v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard i v. — Tomaso’sFortune, and 
Other Stories x v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merrimah, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre. 

The Money-Spinner, etc. i v. 
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Milne, James. 

The Epistles of Atkins i v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 

Poetical Works i V. 

“Miss Molly,” Author of. 

Geraldine Hawthorne i v. 

“Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 
Montgomery, Florence. 
2 l/Iisiinderstood i v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2V. — Thwarted i v. — Wild Mike 
IV. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
TV. — Transformed i v. — The Fisher- 
man’s Daughter , etc. i v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged i v. — An Un- 
sliared Secret, and Other Tales i v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort. 

“IForLid the Banns” 2 v. — A Gray 
Kye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 V. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessaray Bride i-v. — The Millionaires i v. 

— Nell Gwyn — (Jomedian i v. — A Damsel 
or Two TV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
m.ates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman i v. — 'J'he White Causeway 1 v. — 
The Aitful Miss Dill i v. — The Marriage 
Lease i v. — An Amateur Adventuress i v. 

— Priscilla and Charyhdis i v. — The Food 
of Love IV.- The Lau d of Craig Athol i v. 

— ITie Marriage of Barbara i v. — The 
Narrow Escape of I.ady Hardwell i v. 

Moore, George. 

Celibates i v. — Evelyn Junes 2 v. — Sister 
Teresa 2 v. — The Untilled Field i v. — Con- 
fessions of aYoung Man 1 v.— The I^ake 1 v. 
— Memoirs of my Dead Life i v. — Ave i v. 

— Spring Days i v. — Salve i v. 

Moore, Thomas, 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait} 5 v. 
Morgan, Lady, j 1859. 

Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, -j- 1894. 

Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With l^acsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Ta»u:hnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) i v. 

Morris, William. 

A Selection from his Poems i v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 

Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child 
of the J ago i v. — To London Town i v. 

— Cunning Murrell i v. — The Hole in the 
Wall IV. — The Green l^e of Goona x v. 

— Divers Vanities i v. — GreenGinger i v. 

Muirhead, James Fullarton. 

The Land of Contrasts i v. 


Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie. 

Rainbow Gold 2 v. 

Murray, Grenville: v. Grenville. 
“My Little Lady,” Author of: 

vide E. Frances Poynter. 
New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Vei-sion , with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts o[ 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) i v. 

Newby, Mrs. C. J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), -j- 1890. 

Callista i v. 

N icholls, Mrs. : vide Currer Bell. 
“Nina Balatka,” Author of: 

vide Anthony Trollope. 

“No Church,” Author of (F. 
Robinson). 

No Church 2 v. — Owen : — a Waif 2 v, 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 

Fiom Generation to Generation i v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v. 

Norris, Frank fAm.), -j- 1902. 

The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 

My Friend Jim i v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Majorand Minor 2 v. -- 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Sh.afto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton i v. — Mis.ulve.iuure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's I V. — A Victim of Good Luck 
I V. - The Dancer in Yellow i v. 
Cl.irissa l^uriosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar- 
riage 2 v. — The Iright for the Crown 
I v. — TheWidower i v. — Gilesingilby iv. 
— The Flower of the Flock i v. — Hi-> 
Own Father i v. — The Credit ofthe County 
IV. — I.ord l.eonard the Luckless i v. — 
N.ature’s Comedian i v. — Nigcl’sVoc.ation 
IV, — Baihain of Beltana i v. — Harry anil 
Ursida i v. — The Square Peg i v. — 
Pauline i v. — The Peijurer i v. — Not 
Guilty IV, — Vittoria VIctrix 1 v. — Paul's 
Paragon i v, — The Rt. Hon. Gentleman 
I V. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 

Stuart of I)unleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

“ N ot Easily J ealous,” Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 

Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 
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“Novels and Tales”: vide 
“Household Words.” 
O’Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 

Godfrey). 

The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore i v. 

The Matrimonial Lottery i v. 

Oldmeadow, Ernest. 

Susan 1 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 

Altiora Peto 2V. — Ma.sullatn 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., j- 1897. 

The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Maifjaret ilaitland i v. — Ajjnes 2 v. — 
Madonna M.ary 2 v. — The Minister’s 
Wife 2 V.' — The Rector and the Doctor’s 
Family i v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Maijori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count deMontak'inbert 2 v. - May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2v. — 
A Rose in June i v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 V. — The Curate in Charge i v. — 
Pimibe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Carita 2 v. — Young Musgravo '' v. — 

1 be Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Prec incts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2v. — Harryjoscelyn 2 v. — In Trust 

2 v. - - It was a Lover and his Lass 3 V. — 
The Ladies Liiulores 3 v, — Hester 3 V. — 
The Wizard’s Son 3 V. — A Countiy Gen- 
tleman and his Family 2 v. — Neighbours 
on the Green 1 v. — The Duke’s Daughter 

1 V -The Fugitives 1 v. - - Kirstcen 2 v. 
~ Life of Laurence Oliphant and of Alice 
Oliphant, hisWife 2v. — The Little Pilgrim 
ill the Unseen i v. — The Heir Presumptive, 
and tlieHeir Apparent 2v. -The Sorceress 

2 V. — Sir Robert’s Fortune 2 v. — 'J’he, 
Ways of I.ife i v. — Old Mr.Tredgold 2 v. 

“One who has kept a Diary”: 

vide George W. E. Russell. 
Orezy, Baroness. 

Petticoat Government i v. — The Scarlet 
J’irnpernel i v. — I will Repay r v. — The 
Klusive Pimpernel iv. — Fire in Stubble 2 v. 

— A True Woman x v. — Meadowsweet i v. 

— Eldorado 2 v. 

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.). 

Baby Bullet x v. — Wild J ustice i v. — The 
Motormaniacs i v. — Harm’s Way i v. — 
Ihe Kingdoms of the World i v. 

Ossian. 

The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Maepherson i v. 

Ouida, -j- 1908. 

IdaUa 2 V. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2 v. — 


Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 V. — FoUe-Fariue 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
IV. — Cecil Castlemaiiie's Gage, and other 
Novelettes 1 v. - Madame la Mai-quise, 
and other Novelettes i v. — Pascarel 2 v. 

— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes i v. — Signa(with Portrait) 
3 V. “InaWinterCity iv, — Aria(liie2v. — 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories i v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
IV. — Wanda 3V.-- Frescoes and other 
Stories iv. — Princess Napraxine 3 v. — 
Othniar 3 V, — A Rainy June (6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.). — A House Party i v. — 
Guilderoy 2 V. — Syrlin 3 V. — Rufhno, and 
other Stories 1 e. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
IV. — Two Ofienders 1 v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. I V. -Toxin, and oVher Papers 
I V. Le Selvc, and Tonia i v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays x v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories IV. — The Waters of Edera x v. 

— Street Dust, and Other Stories i v. — 
Critical Studies i v. — Helianthus 2 v. 

“Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide 
“Roy Tellet” 

Pain, Barry. 

The Exiles of Faloo i v. — Stories in Grey 
IV. — Stories without Tears i v. — The 
New Gulliver, and Other Stories i v. 

Parker, Sir Gilbert. 

The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
P.osha, it Some People of Egypt i v. — The 
Seats of the M ighty 2 v. — The W eavers 2 v. 
Parr, Harriet (flolme Lee), 
t 1900. 

Bas'l Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar- 
rington 2 V. — Her Title of Honour i v. - 
luiioes of a Famous Year i v. ^ — Kathe- 
rine's Trial IV.-- The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben Milner’s Wooing 
I V. — Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Dciiys 
of t-ote 2 V. — A Poor Squire i v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox i v. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
IV. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v- 

Paston, George. 

A Study in Prejudices i v. — A Fair 
Deceiver 1 v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la. 

The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square i v. 

— The Grey Knight 1 v. — Catherine’s 
Child IV. — Master Christopher 2 v. — ■ 
Erica I V. 
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Paul, Mrs. : vide “Still Waters. 

“ Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive), f 1873. 

Paul Ferroll i v. — Year after Year i v. 
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife x v. 

Payn, James, J 1898. 

Found Dead i v. — Gwendoline’s Har- 
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cedi’s Tryst 

1 V. -- A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy’s Master 1 v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories i v. — At Her 
M erry 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter’s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He costlier 

2 V. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 

we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 V. — Spirits I V. ~ High Spirits 

(Second Series) i v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 V. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Sonic Private Views 
1 v. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections IV. — The Talk of the Town 
I V. - The I.uck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir ofthe Ages2 v. — Holiday Tasks 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (/'irsi Series) 

1 V. — Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series) 
TV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — - The Burnt 
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will 

2 V. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 V. — A Trying Patient i v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and J'he Eavesdropper i v. — 
In Market Overt i v. — The Dis.appc.ar- 
ance of George Driflell, and other Talcs 

1 v. — Another’s Burden etc, i v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i v. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 

One Year 2 v. — The Rose-Garden i v. — 
Unawares i v. — Thorpe Regis i v. — A 
Winter Story i v. — A Madrig.-il, and 
other Stories i v. — Cartouche i v. — 
Mother Molly i v. Schloss and Town 

2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant i v. — Ma- 
danie’s Granddaughter x v. — Donna 
Teresa i v. — Number One and Number 
Two I V. — The Ring from Jaipur i v. — 
The Flying Months i v. 

Pemberton, Max. 

The Impregnable Cityiv. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt i v. — The Ph,mtora Army 
IV. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The 


Footsteps of a Throne i v. — Pro Patria i v. 

— The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King I V. — The House under the Sea i v. 

— The Gold Wolf i v. — Doctor Xavier 1 v. 

— RedMorn iv. — Beatrice ofVeniceav. 

— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette i v. — The Lady Evelyn i v. 

— The Diamond Ship i v. — The Lodestar 
IV. — Wheels of Anarchy i v. — Love 
the Harvester i v. — The Adventurers of 
Captain Jack 1 v. — White Walls i v. — 
The Show Girl i v. — White Motley i v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f i8ii. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 V. 

Perrin, Alice. 

Idolatry i v. — The Charm i v. — The 
Anglo-Indians i v. 

Philips, F. C. 

As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter i v. — Lucy Smith i v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and 
Threejills i v. — I.ittleMrs. Murray i v.— 
Young Mr. AinsHe’s Courtship iv. — Social 
Vicissitudes 1 v. — Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriage i v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes iv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc. 
IV. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. i v. — 
Black and White i v. — “One Never 
Knows” 2 V. — Of Course 1 v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege i v. — My little Hus- 
band IV. — Mrs. Bouverie i v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories 1 v.— 
A Devil in Nun's Veiling 1 v. — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Luckiest of Three i v. — Poor Little Bella 
IV. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories 1 v. — Marriage, etc. i v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc, i v. — If Only, etc. i v. 

— An Unfortunate Blcn^ i v. — A Bar- 
rister’s Courtship i v. 

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall. 

A Daughter’s Sacrifice iv. — Margaret 
Byng IV. — Disciples of Plato i v. — A 
Honeymoon — and After i v. 

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills. 

ITie Fatal Phryneiv. — The Scudamores 
IV. — A Maiden Fair to See i v. — Sybil 
Ross’s Marriage i v. 

Philips, F. C. & a; R. T. 

Life IV. — Man and Woman i v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Homan Boy 
IV. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth i v. — The Striking Hours 
IV. — The Farm of the Dagger i v. — ■ 
The Golden Fetich i v. — The Whirlwind 
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2 V. — The Human Boy A gain 1 v. — From 
the Angle of Seventeen i v. 

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett 

Tlie Sinews of War i v. — The Statue i v. 

Piddington, Miss: Author of 

“The Last of the Cavaliers.” 
Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.),-[ 1849. 

Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram x v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram i V. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 

Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) i v. 

Poyntfcr, Miss E. Frances. 

My I-iltlt; Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. — Among 
the Hills IV. — Madame de Presnel i v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 

Zero IV. — Affinities i v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 

Stepping Heavenward 1 v. 

Prince Consort, the, j i86r. 
Speeches and Addresses (with Portr.) tv. 
Pryce, Richard. 

Miss Maxwell’s Affections i v. - The 
(Juiet Mrs. Fleming i v. — Time and the 
Woman i v. 

Pym, H. N.: Caroline Fox. 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”). 
Noughts and Crosses iv. — I Saw Three 
Ships IV.- Dead Man’s Rock i v. — la 
and other Tales i v. — The Ship of Stars 
I \ . - The Adventures of Harry Revel i v. 

— ’.'ort Amity i v. — Shakespeare’s Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories i v. — The Mayor 
of Troy 1 v. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories i v. — Brother Copas i v. 

Quinccy: 7 nde De Quinccy, 
Rae, W. Fraser, f 1905. 
Westward by R.ail i v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel iv. 

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins) 
(Am.). 

The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. — The Florentine FTame 1 v. 

— “ Where are you going to . . . ? ” i v. — 
Way Stations i v. 

“Rajah’s Heir, the,” Author of. 

The Rajah’s Heir 2 v, 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 

“It is never too late to mend’’ 2 v. — 
“Love me little, love mo long’’ i v. — 
The Cloister and the Flearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his PKace 2 v. — 
A 'I'errible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington IV. — Christie Johnstone i v. — 


A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
XV. — A Woman-Hater 2 v, — Readtana 
IV. — Singleheart and Doubleface x v, 
“Recommended to Mercy,” 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
“Recommended to Mercy ’’ 2 v. — Zoo’s 
“ Brand ’’ 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: Helen Mathers. 
Rhys, Grace. 

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing ol 
.Sheila i v, 

. Rice, James: v. Walter Besant 
Richards, Alfred Bate, -j- 1876. 
So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761. 

Clarissa H.arlowc 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. TralTord). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 V. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 V. — TlicRace for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl’s 
Promise 2 v. — Morto juicy ’s Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, W. Pett. 

Name of Garland i v. — Thanks to Sander- 
son I V. 

“ Rita.” 

Souls IV. — The Jesters i v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing 
Finger i v. — A Man of no Importance i v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
I v. — The House called Hurrish i v. — 
Calvary 2 v. — That is to say — i v. — 
“ Half a Truth ’’ i v. — The House Oppo- 
site I V. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 

vide Miss Thackeray. 
Roberts, Miss: vfde Author of 
“Mademoiselle Mori.” 
Robertson, Rev. F. W., | 1853. 

Sermons 4 v. 

Robins, Miss: vt'de Raimond. 
Robinson, F.: 7;. “ No Church.” 
Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) i v. 

Ross, Charles H. 

Tlio Pretty Widow i v. — A London 
Romance 2 v. 

Ross, Martin: Somerville. 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, j* 1882. 
Poems IV. — Ballads and Sonnets xv. 
“Roy Tellci.” 

The Outcasts i v. — A Draught of 
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate a v. 
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Ruffini, J., t 

Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio i v. — 
Dorenzo Benoni i v. — Vincenzo 2 V. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura i v. — The 
Parajjreens on a Visit to Paris i v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories i v. 

Ruskin, John, * 1819, f 1900. 

Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris i v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra- 
tions) IV. — Mornings in Florence i v. — 
St. Mark's Rest i v. 

Russell, W. Clark. 

A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The “Lady 
Maud” 2 V. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 
Russell, George W. E. 

Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner’s 
Log- Rook'* V. 

Sala, George Augustus, -j- 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 
Saunders, jAhn. 

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship- 
owner’s Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife 2V. 
Saunders, Katherine (Mr.s. 
Cooper). 

Joan Merryweather , and other Tales 
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales 
IV. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian i v. 
Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903- 

My Official Wife i v. — The Little Lady 
ot I.agunitas (with Portrait) 2v. — Prince 
Schamyl’s Wooing i v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
IV. — In the Old Chateau i v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v, — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminav.-itka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v. — The Mysteiy of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki I V. 

Schreiner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashonaland 
IV. — Woman and Labour i v. 

Scott, Sir Walter, | 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) i v. — The 
Antiquaty i v. — Ivanhoa 1 v. — Kenil- 
worth IV. — Quentin Durward I V. — Old 
Mortality i v. — Guy Mannering i v. — 
Rob Roy IV. — The Pirate i v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel i v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose i v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor X v. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. — TTie Monastery i v. — The 
Abbot I V. — Pevcril of tl»o Peak 2 v. — 


Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock iv. ~. 
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anno of 
Geierstein i v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., f 1895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land IV. — Goethe 1 v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, -j- 1906. 

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, j- 1616. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays i v. 

Shakespeare' & Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at Ji 0,30. each number. 

Sharp, William, -j- 1905 : v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Macleod and 
Swinburne. 

Shaw, Bernard. 

Man and Superman i v, — The Perfect 
Wagnerite 1 v. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, -j* 1822. 

A Selection from his Poems i v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1888. 

Shut up in Paris i v. 

Sheridan, R. B., f 1816. 

The Dramatic Works i v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 

John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaiso i v. 

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfre 4 - 

The Lantern Bearers i v. — Anthea’s Guest 

I v. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B. 

Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 vi 

Smedley, F. E. : vide Author of 
“Frank Fairlegh.” 

Smollett, Tobias, j 1771. 

Roderick Random i v. — Humphry 
CliuKcr IV. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v. 

Snaith, J. C. 

Mrs. Fitz IV. — The Prinrip.al Girl i v. — 
An Affair of State i v. — Araminta i v. 

“Society in London,” Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident 1 v. 

Somerville, E. CE., & M. Ross. 

Naboth’s Vineyard i v. — All on the 
Irish Shore i v. — Dan Russel the F’ox i v. 
“Spanish Brothers, the,” Author 
of. 

The Spanish Brothers z v. 
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Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875 - 

Tlie History of England 7 V. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Stanton, Theodore (Am.). 

A Manual of American Literature 1 v. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 

The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God i v. 

Steevens, G. W., -j- 1900. 

From Capetown to Ladysmith i v. 

Sternef, Laurence, j 1768. 

Tristram Shandy i v. — A Sentimental 
J oiirney (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, j 1 894. 

lieasure Island i v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. — 
Kidnapped i v. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
TheMaster of Ballantrae i v. — The Merry 
Men, etc. i v. — Across the Plains, etc. i v. 
— Island Nights’ Entertainments tv. — 
Catricna i v. — Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 V. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
'I'Mes and Fantasies t v. 

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. 
Paul). 

Still Waters i v. — Dorothy 1 v. — Do 
Crcssy i v. — Uncle Ralph i v. — Maiden 
.Sisters IV. — Martha Brown i v. — Vanessa 

1 V. 

Stirling, M. C.: vide G. M. Craik. 
Stockton, Frank R. (Am 1902. 

The House of Martha i v. 

•‘Story of a Penitent Soul, the,” 
Author of. 

The Story of a i^enitent Soul i v. 

“ Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author 
of: vide Miss Thackeray. 
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), t 1896. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin (witli Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Dred 

2 V. — The Minister’s Wooing i v. — Old- 
town Folks 2 V. 

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of; 

Vide Mrs. Mackarness. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 
^ t 1745 - 

Gulliver’s Travels i v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 

t 1909- 

Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 


(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) 1 V. — Love’* Cross-Currents i v. 
— Chastelard and Maiy Stuart 1 v. 
Symonds, John Addington, 
T 1893. 

Sketches in Italy i v. — New Italian 
Sketches i v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 

Tasma. 

Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, j- 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 V. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 v- — At Odds 2 V. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, -j 1876. 

Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
“Horace Templeton.” 
Tennyson, Alfrefi (Lord), f 1 892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
IV. — Harold i v. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The F^alcon i v. — Locksley Hall , sixty 
Yearsafter ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems i v. — A Memoir. By 
Hi.s Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 
Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 

Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 3 v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v, — 
The English Huniourists of the EightecMith 
Century i v. — The Newcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges ; 
Lovel the Widower i v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 V. — Denis Duval i v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
I V. — The Irish Sketch Book 2V. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth iv. — The Village 
on the Cliff i v. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories 1 v. — 
Five Old Friends i v. — Miss Angel i v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales i v. — 
Fulh.-iraLawii, and other Tales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays i v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales i v. — Madame 
de Sevigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson’s Divagations i v. — A Book 
of Sibyls IV. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs x v. 

'[^omas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v, — On Guard 2 v. — 
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Walter Gorinff 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
a V. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, j 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) i v. 
“Thoth," Author of. 

Thoth I V. 

Thurston, E. Temple. 

The Greatest Wish in the World i v. — 
Mirage i v. — The City of Beautiful Non- 
sense I V. — The Garden of Resurrection i v. 

— Thirteen 1 v. — The Apple of Eden i v. 

— The Antagonists i v. — The Evolution 
of Katherine i v. — The Open Window 
IV. — Sally Bishop 2 v. 

“Tim,” Author of. 

Tim I V. 

Trafford, F. G.; v. Mrs. Riddell. 
Trevelyan, George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lordl Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles: vide Grenville. 
Trollope, Anthony, j 1882. 

Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 

2 V. — The Warden i v. — Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies i v. — Fr.amley Parsonage 2 v. 

— North America 3 V. — Orlcy Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 

3 v. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka 1 v. — Tl>e J^ast Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v. — Tlie Claverings 2 v. — Phincas 
Finn 3 V. — Ho knew he was right jv. — 
The V irar of Bullhainpton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite i v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
(iranpere i v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heativcote of Gangoil i v. — The Way wc 
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 

2 V. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 V. — An Eye for 
an Eye i v. — John Caldigate 3 v. — Cousin 
Henry 1 v. — The Duke’s Children 3 V. — 
Dr.wortle’s School 1 v. — Ayala’s Angel 

3 V. — The Fixed Period i v. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark i v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories i v. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories i v. — La Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories i v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and otlier Stories i v. — 
An Autobiography i v. — An Old Man’s 
Love 1 V. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, -j- 1892. 

The Garstangf of Garstang Grange 2 v. 

— A Siren 2 v. 


I Trowbridge, W. R H. 

The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
IV, — A Girl of the Multitude i v. — That 

Little Marquis of Brandenburg i v. A 

Dazzling Reprobate i v. — The White Hope 

1 v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.), -J* 1910, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer i v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or , The Now 
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 

2 V. — Roughing it” i v. — The In- 
nocents at Home i v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. i v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
IV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
fiom American Humour i v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant i v. — The £ i 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories i v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad i v. — Pudd’nhead 
Wilson IV. — Personal Recollections of 
]o.au of Arc a v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales i v, — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Iladleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Story, etc. i v. — The 
$ 30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories i v. — 
Christian Science i v. — Captain Storm- 
fif'ld’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare 
Dead? I v. 

“Two Cosmos, the,” Author of. 

The Two Cosmos i v. 

Vachell, Hoiace Annesley, 

Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v. — 
Her Son I v. — The Hill i v. — The Waters 
of Jordan i v. — An Impending Sword i v. 

— 'I'he Paladin i v. — John Verney i v. 

— Blnuls Down i v. — ^unch Grass i v. 

— The Procession of Life i v. 

“Venus and Cupid,” Author of. 

Venus and Cupid i v. 

“Vira,” Author of. 

Vera 1 v. — The Hotel du Petit St. 
Jean i v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — Ninette 1 v. 
Victoria R. I. 

Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1838 to 1861 i v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 i v. 

“Virginia,” Author of. 

Virginia i v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

With Zola in England i v. 

Walford, L. B. 

Mr, Smith 2v. — • Pauline av. — Coucina 
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, Y __ Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Lecidy Marget i v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie, 

Russia 3 V. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 

Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852. 

The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 

Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve 
,v. — issBretherton i v. — Marcella 5 v. 
Bessie Costrell i v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 v. - Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick’s Career 2 v. — Diana Mallory 2 v. . 

— Daphne ; or, “Marriage i. la Mode” i v. 

— Canadian B«irn 1 v. — The Case of 
Richard Meyncll 2 v. — The Mating of 
Lydi.i 2 V. 

Warner, Susan Wetherell. 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 

Dialer of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Tliousand a- Year 3 v. — Now -ind Then 
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee i v. 

“Waterdale Neighbours, the,” 
Authoi of: z/. Justin McCarthy. 
Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 
Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 

The Stolen Bacillus, etc. iv. — The War 
r. tho Worlds I v. — The Invisible Man i v. 

— The Time Machine, .and The Isl.'ind of 
Doctor Moreau i v. — When the Sleeper 
vV'akes i v. — TalesofSpace andTime i v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others i v. — 
Love and Mr. L#wisbam i v. — TheWheels 
of Cluince IV. — Anticipations i v. — 'I'hc 
h irst Alen in the Moon 1 v. — The Sea La<ly 
1 V. — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream i v. — The Food of 
the Gods i v. — A Modern Ulopia r v. — 
Kipps 2 v. — In the Days of the Comet i v. — 

1 ho Future in America i v. — New Worlds 
ior Old IV. — The War in the Air j v. — 
Tono-Bungay ? v. — First and Last Things 
IV. — The New Machiavelli 2 v. — Mar- 
jiage 2 V. — The Passionate Friends 2 v. 

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2 v. 
Wethercll, Elizabeth (Susan 
Warner) (Am.), j 1885. 

The wide, wide World i v. — Queechy 

2 V. — The Hills of the Shatcniuc 2v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 

The House of tho Wolf i v. — The Story 


of Francis Cluddo a v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black 1 v. — 
Under the Red Robe t v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 v. — From tho Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France i v. — The Red Cockade a v. 

— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn a v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — » lu 
Kings’ Byways i v. — TTie Long Night a v. 

— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starveerow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
L.avendcr i v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 

The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 

“Whim, a,” Author of. 

A W'him, and its Consequences i v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v, — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 ». 

White, Percy. 

Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-Tho Wcsf.End2v. 
— The New Christians if. — Park Lane 2 v. 

— I'he Countess and The King's Diary i v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire’s Daughter i v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim i v, — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man i v. — Mr. John Strood 
i V. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
IV. — Love and the Poor Suitor i v. — 
The House of Intrigue i v. — I ,ove and the 
Wise Men i v. — An Averted Marriage i v. 
—The Lost Halo i v.— The Broken Phial i v. 

— To-Day i v. 

White, Walter. 

Holidays in Tyrol t v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 

The Island; or, An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality IV. — No. 5 John Street i V. 

• Thcl.ifeof Paris i v.— TheYellowVan i v. 

— Ring in the New i v. — All Moonshine 
IV. — l.ittle People i v. 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Imperial Germany i v. — The Realm ofthe 
Habsburgs i v. — Teuton Studies i v. — 
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania 
1 v. — Conversations with Prince Bismarck 
i v. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

— German Memories i v. 

“Who Breaks — Pays,” Author 
of; vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Whyte Melville, George J.: 
vide Melville. 

Kate Douglas (Am.). 
Timothy's Q>ue5t i v. — A Cathedral Court- 
ship, and Penelope’s English Experiences 
XV. — Penelope’s Irish Experieuces j v. — 
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Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm i v. — Rose 
o’ the River i v. — New Chronicles of Re- 
becca IV, — The Old Peabody Pew, and 
Susanna and Sue i v. — Mother Carey i v. 
K. D. Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, & 
Allan McAulay. 

The A ffair at the Inn i v. — Robinetta i v. 

Wilde, Oscar, f 1900. 

The Picture of Dorian Gray i v. — De Pro- 
fiindis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
IV. — A House of Pomc-granates i v. — 
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crjtne, and Other 
Prose Pieces i v. — Lady Windermere’s Fan 
I V. — An Ideal Husband i v. — Salome 1 v. 

— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales i v. 

— A Woman of No Importance i v, — The 
Imj>nrtanre of Being Earnest i v. — Poems 

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.). U v. 
Pembroke i v. — Madelon i v. — Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories i v. — 
The I.ove of Parson Lord, etc. i v. 

f. & A. M. 

IV. — Lady Betty 
1 Motor Maid i v. 

— Lord Loveland discovers America i v. 

— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests 
of Hercules 2 v. — The Heather Moon 2 v. 

— Set in Silver 2 v. — The Love Pirate 2 v. 

Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips. 
Wilson, Woodrow (Am.). 

The New Freedom i v. 

Winter, Mrs. J. S, 

Regimental Legends i v. 

Wood, C.: Buried Alone.” 

Wood, H. F. 

The Pa.ssenger from Scotland Yard i v. 
Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 
Ludlow), t 1887. 

East Lynne j v. — TbeChannings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner’s Pride 3 V. — The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 V. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — l.ord 
Oakburn’s Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St, Martin’s 
Kve 2 V. — Lister's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ado- 
hiide’s Oath 2 v. — Orville College i v. — 
A Life’s Secret I V. — The Red Court Farm 
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury’s Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 v. — The Foggy Night at Oft'ord ; Martyn 
W.ire’s Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stre.am i v. — Within the 
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny I.udlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger i v. — 
Edina a v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow); Lost iu the Post, and 


Williamson, C. N 

The Lightning Conductor 
across theW ater i v. — The 


Other Tales i v.— ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales I V. — Anne, and Other Tales i v. — 
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. i v. — - 
Helen Whitney’s Wedding, etc. i v. — The 
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. i v. 

Woodroffc, Daniel. 
TangledTrinities iv.— The Beauty-Shop iv. 
Woods, Margaret L. 

A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga- 
bonds IV. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader 1 v. 

Wordsworth, William, J 1850. 

Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, -j- 1865. 

Wild Oats I V. 

Yates, Edmund, -j- 1894. 

Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. AVainwright’s Patient 
2 V. — Nobody’s Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 V. — AAVaiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 V. — The Impending Sword 2 v, — 
Two, by Tricks i v. — A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v, 

Yeats: V 7 d€ Levett-Yeats. 
Yeats, W. B. 

A Selection from the Poetry of, i v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 

The Heir of Rcdclyffe 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 V. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2V, — The Trial 
2 V. — The Clevei Woman of the Family 
2 v. — The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. 

— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and 
the Page i v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2V. — The two Guardians i v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars 8f the House 5 v. 

— I.ady Hester i v. — My Young Alcidcs 
2 V. — The Three Brides 2 v. — W’oman- 
kintl 2 V. — Alagnum Roniiin 2 v. — Love 
and Life i v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer’s Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father 
2 V. — Bccchcroft at Rockstone 2 v, — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesves i v. — That Stick i v. — 
Grisly Grisell i v. — The Long Vacation 
2 V. — Modern Broods i v. 

“Young Mistley,” Author of: 

•vide Henry Seton Merriman. 
Zangwill, I. 

Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v, — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v. 

“Z. Z.” 

The World and a Man 2 v. 



Series for the Young. 

JO Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
'ondiiions as the Collection of English and American Authors. Vide p. l. 


— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. ( 

Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 

itories About: — i v. 

Chari esworth, Maria Louisa, 
j 1 38 o. 

Ministering Children j v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Miilock),f 1887. 
)nr Year i v. — Three Tales for Boys 
t V. — Three Tales for '^irls i v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 

Cousin Tnx, and her WelcomeTales i v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, -j- 1849. 

Moral 'J'ale.s i v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

r 1^77- 

riie Pearl Fountain, and other P'airy- 
r iii‘s r V. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 

r il<‘s f: jm Sh.ikspeare i v. 

Marryat, Captain, *{• 1848. 

M.'istornian Ready i v. 


r 2 Fr. per Volume. — 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 

Rex and Regma i v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

The Town -Crier; to tvhich is added: 
The Children with the Indian Rubber 
Ball I V. 

“Ruth and her Friends,” Autluir 
of. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls iv. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, -j- 18^87. 

William Allair i v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-|[jnard of the 
Grand Army i v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester’s Word i v. — The 
Stokeslcy Secret 1 v. — Countess Kate i v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — P’riars- 
wood Post-Office IV. — Henrietta’s Wish 
IV — Kings of England i v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1 v. 
— P’sandQ’si v, — AuntCharlotte’sStories 
of English History i v. — Bye-Words iv.— 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. i v. 


Collection of German Authors. 

)i Volumes. Translations from the German^ published with universal 
copyright. These volumes ynay he imported into any country. 


— f>rice 1 M. 60 Pf. c 

Auerbach, Berthold, -j- 1882. 

.’In the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 V. — 
i v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f i8g8. 

'\n Egj’-ptian Princess 2 v. Uarda 
:v. — llomo Sum 2v. — The Sisters [Die 
ithwesterii] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
^spera 2 v. 

Fouqud, Dc la Motte, -j- 1843. 

) ndine, Sintram, etc. i v. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, -j- 1876, 

’oems (Second Edition) x v. 

GSrlach, Wilhelm. 

Aincc Bismarck (with Portrait) i v. 


r 2 Fr. per Volume. — 

Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 

Faust IV. — Wilhelm Mcistcr’s Ap- 
prentici ship 2 v. 

Gutzkow, Karl, J 1878. 

Through Night to l.iglit i v. 

Hacklander, F. W., j 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel uml 
Wandel] i v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, f 1827. 

Three Tales i v. 

Heyse, Paul. 

L’Arrabiata, etc. i v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. IV. — Barbarossa, etc. i v. 

Hillern, Wilhelmine von. 

The Vulture Maiden [die Geier- Wally] 
IV, — The Hour will come 2 v. 



30 Tauchnitz Edition. Collection of German Author Sy Students’ Seri^s^ 


Kohn, Salomon. 

Gabriel i v. 

Lessing, G. E., f 1781. 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galatti 1 v. 

Lewald, Fanny, f 1889. 

Stella 2 V. 

Marlitt, E., -j* 1887. 

Tlic Ihinccss of tiie Moor [das Haido- 
prin/csst hen] 2 v. 

Nathusius, Maria, + 1857. 

Joachim v. Kainern , and Diary of a 
1 ‘oor Young Lady i v. 


Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 

In the Year ’13 iv. — An old Story r 
niy P'arming Days [UtmineStromtid] 3^ 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jea: 
Paul), t 1825. 

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v. 

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 

Ekkohard 2 v. 

Taylor, George. 

Klytia a v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfcr 
biittel, etc. i v. 


Students Series for School, College, and Home 

J Ausgaben 

mit doutschcn Anmcikungen und Spczial-Wurtcrbiichern. 

Br. = Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 


Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873- 

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischojf, Br. 0,50. Kart. Jt 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.). 

Idttle Ix)rd I'^auntlcroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth. Br. .^1,50. Kart. .45 1,60. — An- 
inerkungen und W<)rterl)uch. Br. M 0,40. 

Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell. Br. 
.iH) 0,50. Kart. J(i 0,60. — Anmerkiingen 
nnd Wdttorbuch. Br. JS 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, j i88i. 

The Kcign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). Von Dr. Ludrvig Herrig, Br. 
J(i 1,00. Kart. 1,10, 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 

t 1887. 

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. Jh 0,80. Kart. Ji 0,90. — 
Wdrterbuch. Br. Jh 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
lloppc. Br. Ji 1,20. Kart. Jt 1,30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
Iloppe. Br. w^i,40. Kart.v^i.So. — Wdrter- 
buch (P'irst and Second Series). Br. 

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
(1. Danger . Br. 1,00. Kart. 1,10. 


Eliot, George (Miss Evans- 
Mrs. Cross), -j- 1880. 

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. 1 
Conrad. Br. Jh 1,70. Kart. Jh 1,80. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f i 88 ; 

J.'ickanapes. Von E, Roos. Br. 

'Kart. Jh 0,60. — Wdrterbuch. Br. Jh 
The Brownies; and The Land ofLo 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Muller. Br. Jh c),t' 
Kart. Jh 0,70. — Wdrterbuch Br. Jh 0,3 
Timothy's Shoes ; An Idyll of tl 
Wood; Benjy in Beastland. Von A. Reu 
Br. Jh 0,70. Kart. ^ 0,80. — WdrU- 
Inicb, Br. Jh 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am. 

t 1790. 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Ka 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjali 
(1706 — 1730). Br. ^ 1,00. Kart. 

II. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (i7)^^J 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Warn 
"Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabem 
Br. Jh 1,20. Kart. Jh 1,30. ” 

Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 

Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. ' 
Balzer. Br. Jh 0,70. Kart. ,ih 0,80. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), j 1902. 

Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. < 
Tanger. Br. Jh 1,40. Kart. Jh 1,50* 
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Hawthorne, Namanicl (Am.), 

1864. 

iTonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 
F. Roffs. Br. Jt 0,70. Kart. .S 0,80. — 
[nmerkungen undWOrterbuclj. Br. .^^0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 

“om Brown’s School Daj's. Von Dr. /. 
\chvtidt. 2 Parts. Br. Jt, 3,00. Kart. 
i. 3,20. P.art 1 . apart. Br. J(, 1,70. 
art. 1,80. Part. II. .apart. Br..^i,30. 
art. M 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), t 1882. 
tales of . Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H. 
yarnhag-^n, 2 Bilnde. Br. ./fi 2, on. 
Kurt. M 2,20. 1. Band apart. Br. Jh 1,00. 
Kart..^i,io. a.Bandapart. Br..Ai,oo. 
hart. .M 1,10. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, j 1859. 

Fnchind before the Restoration. (History 
of ICngland. Chapter I.) Von Dr. JV. 
Jhnr Br. Ji, 0,70. Kart. 0,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter fl.) Von 
jji W.Ihne. 13 r. ,y^i,oo. Kart. 1,10. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von 1 ):. Immanuel Schmidt. Hr. Jij,oo. 
K,art. Jf 1,10. 

Loid Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. A’, j'hum. Ilr. 1,40. Kart, , 4 - 1,50. 

Ranke’s History of the Popes. (His- 
torit-.il Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. /?. Thuni. 
Br. jH} o,0o. Kart, M 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Pi of. Dr. R. 'J'hum. Br. 1,50. 
Kart. , 1 ,60. 

McCarthy, Jystin. 

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap, 32 — 3s of “A 
History of our own Times.”) Von \)r.A. 
Hamann. Br. o,0o. Kart. Jf, 0,70. 
— W’drterbuch. Br. J(, 0,20. 


, j- 1616. 

will. Von 


Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
Jt, 1,60. Kart. Jh 1,70. — Wdrterbuch. 
Br. 0,40. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel, 
Br. J6 1,60. Kart. 1,70. 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. J/. Loschhorn. Br. Jh 1,50- 
Kart. Jf, 1,60. — Wiirterbuch. Br. . Afo.so. 

Tales of a Gr.andf.ither. Second Series, 
Von Dr. //. Loschhorn. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. M 1,80. 

Shakespeare, William, 

Twelfth Night ; or, What you will 
Dr- //• Conrad. Br. Jt 1,40, Kart. . 4 t 1,50. 

Julius Cipsar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt. Br. Jt 1,00. Kart, .ft 1,10. 

Macbeth. Von 1 'ir.ImmanuelSchmidt, 
Br. Jt 1,00. Kart. .^1,10, 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t >875- , 

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713 — 1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. Jt 1,20. 
Kart. Jt 1,30. 

The Seven Years’ War, Von Dr. Af. 
Krummacher. Br. Jt 1,2a. Kart. 1,30. 

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, -j- 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A. Hamanu. Br. Jt 0,70. Kart. 
Jt 0,80. — Wdrterbuch. Br. Jt 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Hoyle. 
Br. Jt 1,20. Kart. Jt 1,30. 

Vonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von E. Rods. Br. Jt o.on. Kart. 
Jt 1,00. — Wdrterbuch, Br. .S 0,20. 


Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 


Eae/t Volumcy 
Fiir Deutsche. 

nglische Conversationsspr.ache von 
A. Schlessing. 5. Stereotypaufi. 
Pranzdsische Conversationssprache 
voT- L, Rollin, 2. Stereotypaufi. 
RuBsische Conversationssprache j 
von Dr. Z. Koirnnsky. 


bound Ji 2,25. 

For English students, 
German Language of Conversation 
by A, Schlessing. 

A Vusage des etudiants franfais. 
Conversation Allemande par MM. 
L. Rollin et IVolfgang Vi^eber^ 



Tauchnitz Dictionarielk. 

For sale and for use in all countries, 

Crown 8vo. 

English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-third Edition^ 
entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed Ji 4,50. Bound 
in cloth 5,00. Bound in half-morocco 5,50. 

English-French and French-English. (James & Morjfe.) Eighteenth^ 
entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed Ji 5,00. Bound Ji, 6,00. 
English-ltalian and Italian-English. (James & Grassf.) Thirteenth 
Edition. Sewed Ji 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Ji 6,25. 
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complrte 
in three parts. Each part with a new larg^e Supplement including: all modr-rn 
terms and expressicms in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed Jh 29,00. 
Bound in cloth 32,00. Bound in half-inorocco Jh 33,50. 

Vol. 1 . Fran^ais-Allemand-Anglais, Oterne Edtiion. Avec un grand 
Supplement de iqoi. Broche Jk 10,00. Rehe en toile jH 11,00. Rdie en 
deini-maroquin 11,50. Supplement separcment J(, 2,00. 

Vol. II. En gl i sh - German - French. 6 th Edition. With a large Supple- 
ment published in 1902. Sewed .iH> 10,00. Bound in cloth Ji 11,00. Bound 
in lialf-raorocco Jk 11,50. Supplement separately 2,00. 
vol. III. Deutach - En gliscb - Franzdsisch. s. Auflase. Mit einciii 
Nachtraga von 1902. Bioscb. 9,00. Gcb. in Leinen 10,00. Geb. in 
Hal|)marokko J(,' Nachtra g einzeln .M 1,00. 

Pocket Pictioiiaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Bound . 41 : 2,25. Sewed Jf, i,.So. 

These Dictionaries are lonstantLy revised and kept carefully up to date. 

English-German and German-English. Thirty-second Edition. 
English- French and French-English. Thirty-fourth Edition. 
English-ltalian and Italian-English. 'Iwenty fourth Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirty-second Edition. 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Sixteenth Edition. 
Franzosisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzosisch. Vierzehnte Aujiage, 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-ltalienisch. Neunte Aiifiage. 
Espagnol-Fran9ai3 et Fran^ais-Espagnol. Sixieme Edition. 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 

6. Anjlage. Br. 3,00. Gcb. 4,00. Geb. in Halhmarokko.^ 5,50. 

Imperial 4®. 

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-ltalienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 
2 Biinde. Band 1 : 5, Auflage. Band 2 : 4. AuJlage. Brosch. Jh 18,00. 
Geb, 20,00. Halbinarokko 23,00. 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Toi.hausen.) 2 Biinde. 
Band i: 6. AuJlage. Band 2: 5. AuJlage. Biosch. 15,00. Geb. 
./I 17,50. Halhmarokko Vi? 20,50. 

Imperial 8°. 

Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (Furst.) Translated from the German. 
Fifth Edition. 19,00. 

Handwdrterbuch der deutschen Sprache. (Weber.) 26. ^ vdllig neu 
bearbcitete und den Regeln der neuesten Rechtschreihung angepasste 
Auflage. Br. 4,00. Halbleinw. 5,00. Halbfranz .M 6,00. 
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On the Heigbte by. B. Awrb^lu 
Translated by F. E. Bwnn^^vols, 

In the Year '13 

Translated from Platt-Itei^tscli 
by Charles Lee Lewes. I vol." 

Faust by Goethe. From the German 
by John Anster, ll. d. i vol. 

Undine, Sintram and other Tales 
by Fouque, Translated by F. E. 
Bunnett. i vol. 

L'ArraUata and bther Tales by 
Paul Heyse. From the German 
by Mary Wilson, i vol. 

The Princess of Brunswick-Wol- 
fenbtittel and other Tales by 
ff, Zschokke. From the German 
by M. A. Faber, i vol. 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Ga- 
lotti by G. E. Lessing. The former 
translated by W. Taylor, the latter 
by Charles Lee Lewes, i vol. 

Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] by F. W. Hackldnder. 
From the German by M. Howitt. 
I vol. 

Three Tales by W. Hauff. From 
the German by M, A. Faber, i vol. 

Joachim von Kamern and Diary 
of a poor young Lady by Maria 
Natkusius. From the German by 
Miss Thompson, i vpl. 

Poems from the German of F. Freilig- 
rath. I vol. 

Gabriel, a Story of the Jews in Prague 
by S. Kohn. From the German 
by Arthur Milman, m.a. l vol. 

The Dead Lake and other. Tales by 
Paul Heyse. From the German by 
Mary Wilson, i vol. 

Through Night to Light by Karl 
Gutzhow. From the German by 
M. A> Faber. 1 vol. 

An Egyptian Princess by G. Ebers. 
Translated by E, Grove, 2 vois. 


Flower, Fruit and ThOm Pi^tt 
by Jean Paul Frie4ericjh, Richter 
From the Gtermah by z vols 

Bkkehard, ^ Tale of ie tend 
Century by y. V., Sc AeffH. Jtx2xi^ 
from the German by S. DeUfs. 2 v 
The Princess of the Moor [Das Haide 
princesschen] by E. Mar lit t. z vols 
Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeshii 
by Goethe. From the German bj 
Eleanor Grove. 2 vols. ^ 

Barbarossa and other Tales bj 
Paul Heyse. i vol. 

Prince Bismarck. By W. Gffrlach 
From the German by Miss M. E 
V. Glehii. With Portrait, r vol 
The Vulture Maiden [Die Geier 
WallyJ by PV.v. Hillern. From th« 
German by C. Bell &F. Poynter. i v 
Uarda. A Romance of ancient Egyp 
by Georg Ebers. 2 vols. 

Homo Sum. A Novel by G. Eberi 
From the German oy C. Bell. 2 vols 
An old Story of my Farming 
Days [Ut Mine Stromtid] bl 
Fritz Reuter, From the Germalj 
by M. W. Macdowall. 3 vols. 
The Hour will come by PF. v. Hillern 
From the German by C. Bell. 2 vols 
The Sisters. A Romance by G. Ehers, 
From the Gennan i'-y C. Bell. 2 voh 
Brigitta. A Tale by B. Auer^ ’f 
From the German by C. Bell, i vol 
Spinora. A Novel by B, Auerbuci 
Translated by E. Nicholson. 2 vob 
Klytia. A Story of T Sidelberg 
by George Taylor. From '' 
man by Sutton Fraser Corkran. 
Stella by Fanny Lewald. From \ 
German<by Marshall. 2 v^ls. 
Joshua by XreorgEbers. Fr^in tl 
German by C.icM. Bell. ‘2 vol 
Per Aspera by Georg Ebers. .:'Yoj 
the German by C. Bell. 2 vols. ^ 


Any volume may be had separately, price 1,60 stitched. 
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